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to the gable end even before the time of old Guan 
himeclf 


George Merrivale had retired from the army 
when he took poesession, those twenty years 
hs thascommltting, bis father told him, another 
lolly in addition to the oue of which he had been 
already gailty, {mn marrying a girl without a 

y, when for javb opening his lips he might 
ve wed the daughter and heiress of an American 
millionaire, 


bby Es 
He 


Teue, George loved his profession, and it wae 
not without a regret that he had laid aside his unt- 
form for # civilian's lite, bidding good-bys with a 
heavy heart to his old comrades when he went 
with them for the last tims to Portemouth, from 
whence they satled for India. But hile marriage 
with Rath Maitland he never regretted ; nor foc 
one moment did his miad revert to the Ameri- 
can's geld, though he would jokingly tell his 
wife, how, many times, it wonld have relieved 
him of the anxlety which the increasing expenses 
of each year caused him. 

But they seemed no poorer for the Itbtie 
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mouths which had to be filled, ‘and the little 
bodies which to be clothed, each one as they 
came knitting thelr lives closer together; and 
then a terrible trouble came to the honse ab 
Gann'’s Corner. 

Captain Merrivale was aefzed with an fllneas, 
which after a few short weeks ended fn death ; 
and Ruth, with her four daughters, were left to 
baifst the world alone. 

At first the girls feared for the life of their 
mother, which trembled in the balance ; but for 
their sake she fonght against thedreadful sorrow, 
to which she had so nearly succumbed, arising, 
as it were, from the grave to watch over their 
future, : 

Poor George had ‘nob much to leaves bub is 
was sdfficient to keep them stil] with her in the 
old house, antiihey ahould, aa it was probable 
peg Arn pean sey SAS 


for many a long year. ' De a ; . 
Bat Rath, to whom Jt mattered most, bes 
a ong cteentens he eee 

3 c Re oS mid, 
bat-they were all she had now to Bie mo 
the living; the while all, save Netts,\ 

, no aspiration beyond the q 
cultivated im the vicloity of the 


amid the trees in the distance, and 


where the weeping wiliow bent low over fils 


grave, 
Letters of condolence, which had come to Rath*} * 
in her first great sorrow like knives, eae 


afresh the wound she had striven so hard to 

had now ceased ; aud even she, to the outeide 
world, was beginning to rewume-her former self,’ 
when she recetved from her sfeter, who had mar- 
ried a wealthy husband, an {invitation that one of 
her girls should come to her. 


" I have only two, dear, you know,” the letter 
ran, “and I think your eldest must be abontithe 
age of my Gertie. Joho fsa great big fellow’ of 
twenty-four, and, like all. boys, very little at 
home ; #0 that his alater would be delighted to 
have ous of her cousins here, notwithstanding 
that she just worships Jack's shadow, which is 
about all she has the chance of doing, The 
London season is now commencing, after which 
we shall go to Brighton or Scarborough, and we 
can’t expect young people to grieve all their youth 
away, however mach they may have loved the 
dead, So let one of them come, -Waich It Is to 
be I will leave to yourselves, but whoever comes 
I will make them happy. 


Your loving sister, Heim,” 


Mre. Merrivale handed the letter across the 
breakfast-table to where her eldest daughter was 
seated behind a hissing urn. 

Well, what do you think of ib, dear?" she 
asked, when, after having read {te contents, 
Netta returned it to her. 

‘*One scarcely kaows what to eay,” the girl 
answered, the while she had arisen from the 
table, and proceeded to view herself In the large 
glass aver the chimney-piece, which not only re- 
flected her own pretty fase and figure, but 
ehowed to great disadvantage, In comparison, the 
plain features and nod too tidy dress of her two 
younger sisters, the baby, as they called the 
other, not being visible In her place close to her 
mother’s side. 

“T don’t think you would like Josephine to 
visit anyone until she learne to pub a necessary 
etitch, where now, when occasion requires it, ahe 
pute instead a large piu, whilet Lottle Is far too 
tomboyish te mix in London society,” and Netta 
turned round the while she was speaking with a 
dladelafal look at her two alaters. 

“The truth is, you wanb to go yourself, 
Netta,” Josephine said, with flaming cheeke, ab 


} 





the same time she was busily engaged hiding the 


white head of the unfortanate pin which had 
—_ betrayed itself In the folds of her black 
rese, 

**You need not look at me either,” Lottie 
chimed in, "I would as soon go to prison as be 
ah A a EP 
pigs ts, or any to one alive,” 
and having ‘Aished her breakfast, she com- 
menced braiding a whip for baby, who clung to 
oF appears in decker the of what her unasked 


were, 
“My dear children, there is no need to 
quarre!,” eald Mrs, Merrivale. “If Netta would 


lke to go, much as I shall miss her, { will write 


to Aunt Helen to-day and the in 
to Aunt Heleo today and accept 


hs 


garden to see thelr petr, she 
b Mrs oye 

shoal i to London, . cage 
ou me agen @ 


asked, th feet ; 
. out think ft-willsbe beat for all that I should 
ont 


just to make twoends mest? Oh! I 
wed anyous who had oot plenty. of 


you thiak so now; and Mrs. 
a.soft smile onthe girth 
ereereag 
cur 

white tocchent, wiles the 

rosa, suffused her cheek. 
ways think so,”..che answered. 
as old.as Matborelah, and as 


wealthy, 
after? Gold will 
never purchase love, Netta |” 
“Love is all very well, mamma, dear; bub 
when {t is allled with poverty ib soon takes 
wings » 


“ We were poor, your fgther and I, and love 
never. few from us!” 

“You were an exceptionable couple,” Nette 
answered ;*" but the privations you bore with- 
out a murmer would jast kill me.” 

Rath Merrivale sald no more then, the tears 
starting to her eyes as she recalled to her 
memory those happy days which, with all their 
poverty, had been eo rich in happiness to her— 
never, till that day when she closed her darling’s 
eyee, knowing what 1t was to feel poor. 

But Netta’s warm kisses on her sunken check 
recalled her to herself. A wan, ead smile passed 
over her features, and then she passed her hand 
over her sunny halir; 

**T shall miss you, my child,” she sald ; '* but 
Icould not be so selfish as to stand {fo your 
light,” 

And so, a shorh while afier, an answer 
was sent to Aunt Helen’s letter, and Ina few 
days’ time Netta was the first to fly from the 
home nest, 


* 
ee 


CHAPTER IL. 


Mas, Sugpry had sent. to the station to meet 
her niece on her arrival, and she and Gertie 
were watching at the window of their house {n 
Heese Berkeley-street when the carriage re- 
tur . 

She wasa kind, motherly woman, and although 
really younger than Mra. Merrivale, looked, by 
reason of her aboutness, considerably older. 

“The train must have been late, my dear,” 
ehe sald, when, after having kissed Netta, and 
taken off her dust cloak, which she gave toa 
servant, she led her to where Gertie was 
her, lying on s sofa drawn close to the window, 

** You see, dear, my poor Hitle girl is an In- 
valid,” Mrs, Sagden sald, “or she would have 








reeea, 


come Gownstatre with me to welcome her 


Oh! Iam so sorry,” Netta answered, gras 
fog the girl’s band, and thinking the while ss 
delicate and transparent 1 was ; and her face, 
how lovely, with a faint rore on the ala. 
wtih domghior'scalien soinplopion, ted bor sinc 

4 Ww com, an alater 
is Sa , ‘ 


"You master. be worry,” Gertie meld, “I am 

very happy, and it is only now and then that the 

pain is so very great, when all are s0 good to me, 

that the days never seem long, although I have 
never been otherwiee siace I can remember.” 

then? Always have been 

fn amazement on the 


pure te 
Piiiadbbon 
in 9 sound 


Mrs, Sugden 
velf from tbe gir's embrace, telling her 


aber they 
would awalt ber in the drawing-room previous to 


dinner, 

Nebtta wae not long dressing, inwardly feeling 
thankful she was io mourniog, as her gowns 
would not look so countrified, notwi : 


her, what a knack she had of arranging 
yellow-gold hair in the most beeoming style, 
setting a blood-red rose tastefully on one side 
arald {ts cofla, and another at her throat ; touching 
the folds of her dress here and there, until] she 
almost started at the reflection of her own figure 
in the glass before her. 

Gertie was alone when she re entered the draw- 
ing-room, replacing the tiny wateh she was 
studying when Netta ad . 

rs fe time Jack was home,” she said, “‘I om 
so anxious to Introduce you to each other, He 
is so good, dear, dear Jack! You can’t ny Samet 
him. Bring that low chair and sit down here by 
me, and I will tell you what he {fe like,” and she 
was about to commence with a description of his 
different features when a loud knock and rin 
arrested her attention, '‘ There he Is !'’ she c 
delightfally, and shortly after the heavy tread of 

foot was heard on the t floor 

"He wouldn’t go up to dress without seeing 
me first, my darling!” she said, when the handle 
of the door turning, {t was soon opened, and & 

man of about twenty-four entered the 


He was a young giant [n proportions, with & 
. a face, aud laughing, bezel 
) slight, if any, rezembiance to 
who so doted on him. 
colour flew to his face when he 


tten & mtly returned 

ries wereg below. he 

ttle invalid, he turned with 

pp ey Ra ai a’ ey 
cousin, I conjecture,” he stammer 

so glad. Gertie will have s companion pow, 
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hortly after 4 wp to the dining 
artic repast var en to her where arate ; 
and her cousin's In- 


y. 
How quickly the weeks passed now, and Netta 
was quite astonished when, fn a letter from Mrs, 

she reminded her ft was now a month 
since she recetved a line from her. 

She was fa great trouble, for baby had caught 
the meas she was afraid she would lose 
her; and poor wee thing in her delirium 
would ask so pltifally to see Nebty that, if pos- 
aible, she hoped she would return for a fow days 
to Gann’s Corner, It might be the last ehe would 
see of her tiny sister. 

“Mamma always thinks they are to die 
lf thelr ifttle fingers ache!” Netta sald, when 
her aunt told her to act as she wished with regard 
to her mother’s letter, Perhaps 1b would be 
better if she went. 

But to her nlece the bare idea of a return to 
Gunn’s Corner seemed repogeant. To go back 
to the home where but one servant did the 

work of the house, where there waa an 
absence of all the loxurles to which even tn 
thatehort month she had now become accustomed, 
was distastefal; and even Jack aald meosles 
wae not &® dangerous complaint, and very likely 
Aunt Rath was frightening herself without » 
reason, 

“Lady Warton’s ball was arranged for the 
fifteenth, and he should be so sorry that she 
‘should miss t. Wonld it not be sufficient to 
telegraph to her mother asking if there was 
See ee ee at 
ones 

And Gertie, lying on her sofa by the open 
window, heard all that passed, thinking, the 
while her heart ached for the Ilttle sufferer 
calling In vain for her absent alster, how dif. 
a she would have acted had she been 

Jack not stay with her now so much, 
talking, reading to her as be had done in the old 
days before Netta came; and maybe feeling sad 
herself she had more sympathy with the sick 
baby, whose incessant cry was for Netty. 

Bat no weply telegram came, and so Netta’s 
drese was ordered and made for the ball on the 
‘ifteenth, without a farther thought fn her mind 
fae the little life which was ebbing fast at the old 

ome, 

‘* I want to to you, Jack,” Gertie sald, 
when a day oh sored ns he just looked into 
the drawing-room, where she was in her customary 
place, but no one being with her was about to 
cetire, 


He advanced then, kissing her in his usual 


Way, 
“ What is it, Gertle 1” he asked. 
" Don’t grow too fond of Netta 1” 
Taey were only elmple words, but she raised 
Sar geet GM taay, ent an angry flush rose to 
‘ace, 


“I don’t understand,” he sald. * Sarely 
you are not jealous or selfish enough to ex- 
pee sw brother to give up ail love for your 
sake 1” 

“Tack ” 

Tt was all she sald, but there was such a touch 


of wounded feeling tn her tone, such a world of | 








dream of my life ; 
we ee baton et aa 


came no congratulation from the 
y « dumb pense of agony suppressed 
countenance ; bub nob until he 
had left her, not till the door had closed between 
her and all that was dearest to her, did the 
scalding tears rush to her eyes, forcing thelr way 
through the white fingers she had raised to stem 
thelr course. And then she turned, moaning lke 
one in pain; and his voice, sloging her favourite 
. came to her through the open window, 
Sugden came to her as she lay, but her 
eyes were closed, and she did not stay to notice 
that the lashes were web-with the tears she had 
shed, and so she gently shnt the door behind her, 
leaving her alone with her untold grief. 

Bat, after that,» strange shrinking from Jack’s 
society came over her; and slthough her coun- 
tenance would for a moment brighten when she 
heard his step, it was gone when he made his 
appearance ; the while the old endearing terms 
with which she had ever greeted him now seldom 
passed her Ifps. 

“Make bim happy dear, and may Heaven 
o you!" was all a spid seen oe told ber 

er engagement, after which the subject was 
seldom mooted between them, Mrs. Sugden 
apparently being the only one who was aware 
that a change had come over the sick girl. 

Bat she never named {6, only sltifng with her 
more, and administering to her io ali her little 
wanta, 

“Will you trust me, Gertie?" she said, when 
on one occasion they bad been alone some timo. 
“'T think I can guess.” 

Bat the girl made no reply, only burying 
her face on her shoulder, while the sobs sho 
pence no longer restrain sliook her delicate 


6. 
‘*Ift E could have foreseen this, Gertie, you 
should never have known———" Mrs, Sugden eald, 
acd then Jack's knock resounded on the streat 


door, 

She kissed her fondly, and moved from her 
elde as he entered the room. 

J have ordered the carriage for ten o'clock, 
mother,” he said ; *' will that be too soon?” and 
then he advanced to Gertie, kissing her tenderly, 
and telling her not to sit up, as Netta would tell 
her all about the ball the next day, 


ey 


_ CORAPTER Il. 


Tey had gone now. Gertie had seen them 
from the open window, Netta’s blue and elflver 
dress plalniy visible beneath the opera cloak, 
edged with swanedown, she wore over her 


shoulders, 

And how beautiful she looked! Her red gold 
hair asa coronet, with the tiny curls reating on 
her white forehead, 

No wonder Jack loved her. Could she blame 
him? And she would have stood up that she 
might bave seen her own face, no lets lovely in 
the opposite mirror, forgetting for the moment 
that she was a cripple; and then she fell back 
amid the cuehfous, hiding her facs and her sgony 
on the efiken covering. 

A servant came in to light her readipg-lamp, 
P her book and hand-bell within reach ; 
and thinklog she was asleep, went ont, And 
she, with that dreadfal palo at her heart, lay 
there, raising before her a future fn which she 
could see his weighed down with jast such grief 
as was now breaking hers. 

Iv was then the door re-opened, and she 
raised herself to receive a telegram the man 


her, 
pas fs for “Miss Merrivale, milo. Reply 
"Eleven o'clock,” she sald, locking at the 





timepiece, ticking those minutes so speedily 
away, and Netta’e baby sleter, for she knew {ts 
purport, walting to bid Netta good-bye, and 
then re-directing the envelope, she gave orders 
that the boy should be told to deliver it at ovce 
at Lady Warton’s. 

But hour succeeded hour, and still they 
remained away. Gertle’s maid had endeavoured 
to persuade her young mistress to retire to rest ; 
but she sald no; she would stay on the evfa 
until thelr return, and so the night passed, the 
2 yes of morning gradually entering 
wi the room, and ihe yellow gas looking 
toe and ghastly in the light of the advancing 

ay. 

“My dear child, you sti!l up? Howcon!4 you 
be so unwise ?” 

It was Mrs. Sagden who apoke ; for Gertie had 
just awoke from the temporary sleep nto which 
she had fallen, and fn which they had found her 
on their return from the bali. 

Bat she merely opened her eyes in a half-dsued 
way, looking around her almoet wildly, and then 
there came to her recollection the events of the 
night which had passed. 

** Where fs she? Netta, fs she gone?” she 
asked, 

“Gone! gone where!” and Mrz. Sugden 
looked at the girl, thinking whe was dreaming. 
“Netta fa gone to bed, my child, and I see that 
you must go toc; at once |” 

" Bat the telegram! Has she not had li?” 

“What telegram?” Mre, Sugden, asked. 
**We have not long returned from Lady 
Warton's ; but nothing has been given to us |” 

And then Gortle told her of the one which had 
arrived from Mra, Merrivale; but there was no 
alternative at that hour bub to walt until Notta 
had had her rest, and trast to fate that It wonld 
not be too late, ‘ 

Bat {tb was noon before she came down. 
Another message had arrived, preceding by s 
few moments the one of the previous evening, 
which had been sent with a letter from her lady. 
ship apologising for the neglech of her servants 
fo allowing it to have remained undelivered ; but 
hoping it was nota serious matter! However, It 
was over now; the baby’s life had fed! The 
tiny spark died out, and Netta the while in the 
full enjoyment of her first dance. 

She tore open the yellow envelops when they 
gave it her, her heavy eyes filling with tears when 
she read tts contents, and in that moment her 
better nature prevailed. She forgot her con- 
queste, her vanity, all but the love for the little 
spiriy) which had passed away,'with Netty, her 
name, the lass upon Its lips. 

To return to Gunn’s Corner now wonld be 
useless, and she felt she could not bear to bea 
witness of her mother’s grief, the while Jose- 
phine’s reproaches would be like daggers runuing 
into her heart. Aud so she wrote a long letter 
home, telling Mre, Merrivale how [t was she did 
not respond to the first telegram, and the intense 
sorrow ft had occasfoned her, 

Gertie wae too overpowered with fatigue to 
put in an eppearance until late in the day, Mre. 
Sugden also remaining {n her own roor, and so 
Jack was the only one to offer her consolation in 
her trouble, But she scarcely answered him 
remaining with her face buried in her hands, the 
sobs which escaped her alone speaking of the 
intensity of her emotion ; and when the door 
was opened to announce a visitor, she secaped 
from the room to the one adjoining. 

It was Lord Gothard, to whom they had been 
introdaced the previous eveviug, when, clalming 
to have been an old friend of the late Mr. Sag 
den, he had begged to be allowed to be the same 
to his family. 

Mrs. Sagden was only too glad to know one 
who had been her husband's friend ; and when 
he craved the permission of calllog was delighted 
that he should do so, 

He was an elderly man, locking sven older 
fo the daylight than when, on the occasion of 
Lady Warton’s ball, he had so often become 
Netta’s partuer, to Jack’s great annoyance---an 
annoyance he bad not forgotten—and when his 
lordship was announced there was a certalu 
amount of hauteur In hiv bearing which the other 
could not fail to observe. 
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Tt wae then Mrs. Sagden, with Gertie leaning 
on her for support, entered the room. =, 

“Lord Gothard, how kind!” the elder lady 
sald, when, having told her son to assist Gertie 
to ber sofa, she pressed the hand of the 
nobleman 


“T vas afraid I should not have had this 


to where they were. A 

"You must accepts my apology,” her mother 
sald, “ Bat I quite forgot, I have not introduced 
you to my little girl here,” 

He advanced then to where she war, looking 
down kindly on the pretty upturned face, a 
shadow paselng over bis own. 

Bat {> was momentary. A few minutes after 
he was chatting with her, expressing his deep 
regret when they told him how it was that Netta 
war absent. 

‘*T am an old bachelor,” he waa telling Gertie, 
"bat invariably bave a gathering in the autumn 
at my country place, and I think you would 
become quite stropg there. The air is so bean- 
tifal thao we must ask mamma to bring you to 
Castle Towers, then, when London becomes an- 
bearable.” 

Shortly after he left, Jack declaring he wae an 
old bore, Mra, Sugden the while telling him he 
ovght to be ashamed of himeelf. Bat the truth 
was he wae jealous because the old bore, as he 
called him, had pald such attention to pretty 
Netta at the ball, 

"JF am nov jealous,” Jack sald, colonring to 
the reote of his hair. “ Bat with one foot in the 
grave I should think he would have shown more 
senee to have kept fn the card-room than to have 
— an exhibition of himself by attempting to 

ce.” 

“One foot in the grave,” Mrs, Sugden re- 
peated. ‘‘ What nonevense! A man not yet 
sixty, and with a rent-roll of thirty thousand 
a-year or more-—there are many girls who would 
not belleve him that sge.” 

Tam astonished, mother! I had no Idea you 
could be ao mercenary.” 

But Mra. Sugden only smiled. She rather 
enjoyed a passage-of-words with her son, who 
invariably retired from the engagement declaring 
himeelf beaten 

Bat on this oceasion Jack was not in the mood 

to acknowledge himseif Ia the wrong. So merely 
zaying he was late for hie « fice he moved towards 
where Gertie was reclining by the window, gave 
her the customary kise, and telling his mother 
he might nob be home to dinner, he left the 
roora. 
Netta came in shortly after, her eyes red 
with weeping. She had written a long letter 
to Mrs. Merrivale, consoling her in her great 
grief 

‘And so you are not golpog to the funeral, 
Netta?” Mrs. Sagden sald, her nlece having told 
her what she had written. 

*} would rather not,” she answered, and seat- 
log herself beside her cousin, she passed her hand 
lletlessiy over her hair, 

The events at Lady Warton’s were not referred 
to, even Lord Gothard’s visit allowed to pass by 
unnoticed ; the honre dragging wearily on, that 
each and all were thankfal when the gloomy day 
had drawn to anend, ~ 

Even without there seemed a sympathy with 
their feelicgs, fur the bright sun of the early 
morpiog had become obscured by dark lowering 
clouds, which threatened a heavy storm, 

And all this while, with bowed head and 
streaming eyes, Rath Merrivale eat beeide the dead 
form of her little girl, the rain without falling 
gently amid the full-leaved branches of the trees 
around Gunn's Corner, and letting it drop on the 
woft turf beneath, as though they too were werp- 
ing for the tiny Ufe that had gone from their 
mide, 

‘Mamma, you will be quite ill if you stop 
bere,” Josephine sald, aud she led her from the 
room, miseing as she did at each step the baby 
voice, which would come to her in the past, 
making her feel rich In all the poverty against 





which she had had to le since George had 
been laid to reat beneath the willow in the pretty 
churchyard — 

‘Do you Netta will come!” she asked, 
looking np to her daughter's face. 

“Are we not snificlent, Lottie and It” 
Josephine answered, a of jealousy in her 
tons, and Mre. Merri prewed her arm, 
oe her down that she might kiss her 


ps. 

Is was the only anewer she gave, and until her 
letter arrived on the following day Netta’s name 
was nob mentioned between them. 

** And so she fa nob coming!” the girl eald. 
“I never theught she would,” they both 

; but her mother thought less of her 

ce now that the little volce was for ever 

me which had cried so pitifully for Netty, 
etty. 


OHAPTER IV. 


For the week or two succeeding her elater’s 
death Netta did not care to indulge in the 
enjoyments which otherwise she would have 
entered into; and so on many occasions she 
would remain at home duriag the absence of 
= Sugden and Gertie, who went out driving 


y- 
Jack, too, was en ee absent ; 
and when Lord Gothard at these times, 
which he often did, {t waz Miss Merrivale alone 
who was there to receive him, 

The London season was drawing to a close 
now ; the heat, which was unbearable, making 
most think of lesving town even before the 
time. 

“Has Mrs. Sogden fixed on any spot ab 
present!” his lordship asked Netts, when on 
one of his visite, and she alone was present, 
they had been discussing the different places of 


resort. 

"T don’t think so,” she answered, the while 
her eyes drooped, and the colour rose to her 
temples beneath his admiring gaze, which she 
could not fail to understand, 

“ Persuade her, ther, to accept my Invitation to 
Castle Towers,” he sald. “ It ls within a drive of 
the sea, and surrounded by the loveliest country 
in all England, situate, ae it is, in Ite very garden. 
And I can assure you of nct only a happy visit, 
bat a hearty welcome,” 

You are very kind, Lord Gothard,” Netta 
stammered, 

‘The kindness will be on your side,” he 
answered, “if you will promise to grace the 
Towers with your presence,” 

He would have lifted her hand to his lips, but 
w eudden coolness in her demeanour prevented 
him, and then he went on, 

‘To fs an old place, very mach beaten and 
battered about by old Time, but te me a emall 
paradise, standing surrounded, as it fs, by the rich 
follage of mighty trees which hawe sheltered it 
through many a century, in parte the ivy clinging 
to it still, and covering its anclent walla even 
where they have crumbled away.” 

He laughed then, 

“Do not think but what it is habitable ; in 
fact, within the arrangements are quite modera, 
nothing that {is weird or anearthly to detract from 
ite comfort, bat everything that is beautiful in 
ite surroundciogs—flowers exhaling the sweetest 
perfume, birds g the sweetest songs. There 
is everything at Cassle Towers which lacks but 
one addition to make it perfect.” 

And then he ceased speaking, only looking on 
the fair young face Ip Its girlish beauty, and he 
would have spoken again, bub the door opening 
the words died. on his lips, as Mrs. Sugden, 
followed by Gertie, leaning on the arm of ber 
maid, entered the room. 

‘Lord Gothard, I am delighted!” and the 
elder lady beld oat her hand In welcome. Bat 
over Gertie’s fair face there passed like a spasm 
of pain, and It was only witha faint voice she 
returned his salutation, 

“T have been expressing my wish to Miss Merri- 
vale that you should with her and Miss Sugden 
honour an old batchelor with your presence ab 
his place in the country,” his lordship said, ‘I 


matters more 





think you would regret it, aud I can 

comfort, and, for your lire 

Miss Merrivale tells me 

declaion at present, and | 

Ponme g . the honse- 

re, be in readi- 

news, Only the day, Mrs, Sugden, and you 

will confer an everlasting favour on me Ip my 
solitude.” 

**T should scarcely have believed Lord Gothard 
to be a sufferer from loneliness,” that Jady 
answered, smiling. “ But much as I feel your 
kindness in offering us your hospitality, I musi, 
I fear, consult my son’s movement before] can 
decide on accepting it.” 

‘Bring him with you, Splendid shooting, and 
ae invite one or two young fellows to meet 


Jack came in then, almost ungraclously ac- 
quiescing In the arrangement altimately arrived 
at, that they should accept his lordebip’s invita- 
tlon to Castle Towers. 

“I would rather it had been anywhere else 
that we had been going to,” Gertle told Jack 
confidentially later ov, and would have sald 
more had not the remembrance of how he 
recelved her last warning preyed upon her 


mind. 

But on this occasion his views entirely coincided 
with her own, . 

“You don’t wish it more than I do, little 
one,” he said, caressing her in the old way, oni! 
ahe forgot the late coolness which had arieen 
between them, gaining courage the while they 
became to each other as they were before Neite 


came, 

**T should be so grieved, Jack, showld this 
visit be the cauce of bringing trouble to you, 
she added, raising her blue eyes suffased with 
tears to hie face. : 

* What trouble should ib bring to me, Gertie! 
Surely you dou’c think Netta would throw me 
over for a decrepit old man like Gothard ?° 
and Jack outright. 

Bat Gertie’s mind was too much disturbed to 
joln in his merriment. , 

‘He is not decrepit, and can scarcely be called 
an old man,” she sald, “and he is enormously 


rich ! 

The last argument had the beat effect, and 
one which for the moment Jack, But 
then he had not heard Netta’s assertion that she 
would marry a man as old as Methuselah, and 
as ugly as sin, provided he was wealthy. 

However, {0 was impossible to call back now. 
Only two days intervened before the time 
arranged for their departure to South Devon ; 
gnd if Netta’s love was as true as he belioved it 
to be, i» would stand the test of a greater 
temptation than the owner of Oasstle Towers had 


to offer. 

Mre. Sugden declared him to be a charming 
man, and brig ray Bagrey with 5 aa 
the prospect of their ’ preparations for 
which had so fully occupled her time and 
thoughts that she had given little heed to other 

than the dresses they would re- 


quire. 

* Tt is a thoussnd plitles you are In mourning, 
my dear” she told her niece; “for although 
black is very becoming to anyone with your 
complexion and hair, etil! ons can make so little 
change, and you would have looked lovely ip a 


costume similar to this,” showing her one from 
the latest modes, which the dressmaker | had 
specified as being most eultable to a young lady of 


her age. 

And Gertie lay on her couch, taking in all 
there little te and regrets which her 
mother indalged in, looking into the future is 
her day-dreame, and wondering within herself 
how {t would all end, 

But even she wae not sorry when the day 
arrived on which they were to leave the metro- 


lis, 

rit was very hot and miserable in London, snd 
the closed shatters and blinds gave to the fash- 
lonable quarters a a e~ = _ 
almost depressing ; w a few days a 

they had psdewer ol their journey’s end the first 
sight she obtained of the Devon hills and slopes 
filled her with ecstasy, with the sun shining, Its 
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rays softened by the approaching eventide over 
the greev and yellow earth. 

Castle Towers stood far from the road, amid 
the trees which surrounded {b, hiding it 20 com- 
pletely in the distance that had ft not been for 
the smoke emanating from its chimneys, and the 
two tarreted towers, from which it derived Its 
name, becoming vielble, one would have looked 
on {> as a emall forest, 

Lord Gothard was there to recelys them, and 
pa every attention should be paid the 
little tn 

Even Jack could not say he had overrated the 
beauty of Castle Towers, from the windows of 
which the gardens and terraces fragrant with 
the breath of sweet-scented flowers, and on to 
which they opened, were visible on the one sid 
while at the end an immense 
with rare ¢xotics, where birds of rare mage 
kept up a continual concert, was alone parted y 
heavy velvet curtains with rich lace beneat 
from the drawing-room, with ite loxarlous for- 
niture of gold, upholatered with light blue and 
lace fn unison with the gs. Oil tings 
of pricelers value adorned the walle, w here 
and there growps of statuary in spotless white 
marble stood {n corners, 

Hie lordehip was jastly proud of his beantifal 
home, and it was with « feeling of satisfaction 
he noted the delight pictured on the counten- 
ances of his guests when they witnessed the 
oe of his surroundings, 

y did not go out that evening, the fatigue 
of the journey giving them no other desire than 
to sit there by the open windows, to feast their 
eyez on the landscape without, and listen to the 
singing of the feathered pets. 

Bat even they had sung their last note, 

It wae growing late now, Gertie, from the 
sofa where she was reclining, had watched the 
san go down in a sea of blood and gold, ontfi 
even the trees became hushed and still. 

The little leaves whispering to each other fn 
the brambles overhead, and mingling with the 
dripping of the fountain, its waters falling like 
fairy belie into a golden reservoir, was the only 
scund to be heard, 

The gentlemen had gone out to smoke their 
cigars, the perfume arising within, and then the 
shadows of night fell over all, and thus the first 
day at Castle Towers came to a close, 


CHAPTER V. 


Lonp GorHaRD wae true to his. promise. 
Shooting, riding,.avd billiards provided amuse- 
ment enough for Jack aud the young fellows, 
Captain Harland and the Hon, Fi’ zgibbon,who 
hall teestved favitetions to meet him, while the 
ladies were never Weary, 0 numerous were the 
— they had at band whereby to kill 


Mrs, Cross, the housekeeper, had been a lady 
whom reduced clroumetances and the death of 
an indulgent husband bad obliged to take the 
situation she now held In hie lordship’s eatab- 
Nehment, 

- I consider myself 8 most fortunate 
woman In having obtained io,” she told Mra, 
Sugden, who having on two or three occasions 
nda tnahies tana pmcved when she had 

le that every? was, she ho 
as that Indy wished, and a kind of friendsh!p hed 
arisen between them, 

‘Have you beld it long!” Mrs, Sugden 
asked, referring to the situation, 

"For years,” was the reply, ‘‘I was quite 
young when I firxt came, jast after the death of 
Lady Gothard.” 

‘* Hils lordship has been married, then 1” 

" Well—yee,” she anewered, “aml a 
able marriage it was—-a woman old 
his mother. And from what I have 
I have been In the family, fp waa to 
Towers that it was contracted, for 
lived so extravagantly that there was 
Pe en when he succeeded him 
title— estate being mortgaged 
value, So it was at the inst of 
—who died shortly aft s—that 


rExeee H 
quel 


this unhappy anion at the same time that he was 
deeply a to m young lady ; and, in fact, 
it was rumoured that she was the real Lady Go- 
thard, there having been s private wedding, Bab 
of course this is only hearsay ; and I am sare, 
Mrs. Sugden, I can rely on you nob to repeat 
ae ae — nee . matters little now, 

ng g o—dying, they say, 
of s te heart,” 

* Of course, there ware no children } ”’ 

Mrv. Crose hesitated a moment before re- 
plying. 

*Y think the poor young wife left one behind 
her, Bat, notwithstanding that ble lordship en- 
deavoured to discover what had become of fb, 
farther than {ts birth he knew nothing.” 

I suppose you never heard the girl's 
name 3” 

The housekeeper turned sharply roond, some- 
thing in the other’s tone putting her on her 
guard, — 

J am as ignorant on that point as you are, 
Mer. Sugden,” she said; and then, adding that 
her duties would not allow of her remaining looger, 
with an apology she paesed from the room. 

“1 wish she had her name,” Mre. Sug- 
den said to hereelf, when alone. 

She sab down by the open window, looking 
out om the wide expanse of beautiful landecape 
beyond, then, searcely wonderfog that a man 
should ein to remain master of it all. 

‘© And, after all,” she ruminated, ‘what does 
{¢ matter, one heart more or less brokev, and 
then forgetfulness and the grave.”’ 

Bat she could not conquer the curloslty which 
had taken posession of her to find-out the name 
of the deserted wife. 

“IT am sure that woman knows,” was her 
inward conviction, And then her eyes fell on 
Netta, who, with his lordship, jast cime in 
eight. 

He was bending low, and Mrs. Sugden won- 
dered whether it: was solely through deafvess 
that his face was In such close proximity to the 
fair young beauty of his companion. Bat when 
they drew nearer, and her niece, raising ber head, 
canght a glimpse of her from the window, she 
saw how the bright colour had dyed her cheek 
and brow, and “ Poor Jack,” was the only com- 
ment she made, 

She went downetaira then to thedrawing-room, 
where she had left Gert!e , 

Captain Harland was talking to her, the while 
Jack and Herbert Fitz Gibbon were conversing 
together by another window. 

Bat her son raising bis bead when she entered, 
she knew that he alzo had seen the same as she 


d. 
Bat he turned away hie face then, for Lord 


.Gothard and Netta were advancing ; he would 


not let them see the agovy he was enffering, and 
which was drawing his features like those of an 
old man, 

Bat Netta was very kind to him that evening, 
alnglog to him the songs he loved best, and look- 
fog on him so sadly. And then, saying she did 
not feel very well, she esked him to take her from 
the heat of the room ont into the soft alr, for she 
felt ahe conid not breathe, 

And so they strolled up and down the broad 
terraces beneath the silent stars, and he conld 
almost feel the fluttering of her heart, Ib beat so 


loud. 

‘© What in it, Netta?” he asked. 

Bat for a while she could not answer, and then 
he knew that she was crying. 

“Netta, tell me what grieves you, darling?” 
and he would have put ble arm around her walst, 

her towards bim, but she shrank from 
his embrace, 

“Don't, don’t Jack,” she said, “You don’t 
kuow, or you would hate me.” 

It waa then the terrible trath revealed fiself 
to him, and for the moment he was bereft of 
speech ; bat, recovering himse!f,— 

‘I could never hate you, Netta,” he said. 
“ Whetever it may be, and I think I can guess, 
that has come between us, I shall ever love you, 
love you to the end! Bat don’t deceive me, tell 
me it is true—has Castle Towers proved too 





tempting a bait?” 
He stood erect before her now, she with her 


head bend, and the rays of the moon falling ep 
the gold of her yellow hair, the shimmer of hex 
white drees giving to her presence an ethereal 
light in the semf-darknesr. 

"Don’t judge me too harshly, Jack! We 
are 80 poor, yor know, and with money I could 
do so mach to lighten thelr burden ab Gunn's 
Corner.” 

“TY am answered, Netta,” and he would have 
passed her by, leaving her alone in the starlight ; 
but she looked so wretched, ss grief-stricken, 
that, forgetting hie own sorrow, forgetticy how 
abe had trodden his most holy affectfone in tho 
dust, he turned, 

“ My darling, for the last time!” he said, and 
then, with outstretched arme, he advanced to 
where she stood; and she, raising her eyes, In 
which the teare still glistened, looked {nto his 
face as he pressed her close to his broad bosom, 
to his heart which was beating so wildly, and 
then their lips met {fn one mad, passionate 
kise, 

The next moment he led her within. 

The following mornlog Jack informed his lord 
ship that he regretted having to return to town, 
but he had received letters which desired bis jm- 
mediate presence at the Temple, 

Netta was not there when he wend, and so he 
told Gertie to sasy good-bye to her for him, ehe 
the while looking up to bim with wistful eyes, in 
whfch the tears glistened, for she had read his 
secret ; bub he mere!y kiseed her with, maybe, a 
little more tenderness. And she, as ber mother 
had done, said, “Poor Jack!" and then she 
watched from her place at the window ontil the 
trap fn which he drove to the station had 
passed from eight, *' My puor darlfog !” the only 
words she expressed when she could eee him no 
more, 

Between her and Nettaa coldnese bad arisen, 
for Gertle feld ehe could never forgive her her 
treatment of her cousin ; and, althovgh !) was no 
secret now-—her ergagement to Lord Gothard— 
between the two girls the subject wae eeldora 
alluded to, 

Mis, Sugden had reluctantly given her consent, 
ehe could not weil refuse, feeling ae she did what 
an advantageous match it was for Netta herseli, 
and, sashe said, they were so poor at Gunn’s 
Corner ; and, If zhe did not retrieve their fortunes 
by marriege, there waz no chance of Josephine or 
Lottie doing ao, 

* And to be poor, dear auntie, fa so hateful ! 
and she shuddered when she recalled the shifte 
they had had to makein the old days after her 
father's death. 

“Bat, my dear, Jack {fs not poor 1’ 

There was a tone of reproach jn Mrs, Sugden’s 
voles which did not escepe Nettie, and for » 
moment there was a struggle in her’ breast 
between the love she had for her cousin and the 
wealth which, as Lady Gothard, the would enjoy. 
Bat ft was only momentary. The next minate 
she sat down aud wrote to her mother that she 
was the affianced wife of bis lordship, 

It was aix weeks now since they first came to 
Castle Towers, and before thelr return home {ib 
was arranged the next time Nette entered within 
its walls to do so as ‘ie mistress, 

In some unaccountable way It even had reached 
Mrs. Frovt’s eare, who congratulated Mra Sogden, 
hoping they would be happy; but she alwsya 
feared where there was euch disparity in 
years, 

And then the ijast night arrived, and Lord 
Gothard monopolleed Netta, The other guests 
had left, and he told her how miserable {tb would 
be~—all that was so beautiful now— whee she wae 


gone. q 

“And will you miss me, little one}” he 
asked. 

They were etanding on the broad terrace which 
ran by the drawing-room windowr, now bathed 
in the moonlight, making everything clear as day 
on the green of the park beyond, and Netta 
started, She was so deep in thovgtt, ha'f sad, 
half glad, as her eyes roamed over that wide 
expanee, where the great trees epread ont their 
mighty armr, and in one big dark belt stcod far 
in the distance, 





"You quite frightened mo,” she sald, ‘Of 
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© I shall miss you. You have been very 
kind, Lord Gothard.” 

‘Am I always to be Lord Gothard? You 
promised to call me Arthur,” 

There was an Impatience in his tone, . - 

* T am so aorry,” Nettaanswered. “ Arthur I 
meant, but--—"’ and she etopped. 

‘You mean I am so much older.” 

He had finished the sentence for her ; bub she 
aaw his annoyance, and denled {t was that she 
— to ne. 

‘No, n0; but onr engagement fs so recen 
she added. , 

“And I have as yet given you no ring,” aud 
taking a small morocco case from his pocket he 
opened 1%, the gems ib contalned sparkling In the 
moonlight, 

"Oh! how lovely!” che cried, the diamonds 
blazing before her, set on elther side witha ruby ; 
and then, taking It from the case he placed It on 
her fiuger, she Uke a child kissing him in 
return, 

They went in then, ib was growing late, and 
Mrs, Sagden had arrasged that they should leave 
by an early train on the following day. 

Gsrtie was not well, having ciught a severe 
cold, which made her the more anxifous to be at 
home ; and when Lord Gothard bid them good- 
bye it was some moments he held the sick girl’s 
hand, looking strangely into her face, as though 
Ib recalled to his mini some past remembrance ; 
and then, as the carriage rolied from his door, he 
atood watching uutil the last aounds of its wheels 
were lost in the distance, 

Hs would have moved away then, when he 
became aware he waa nob alone, Mrs, Frost 
coming forward as he turned towards the 
Kbrary. 

are you wish to see mo, my lord!” ehe 

*T did not sond for you, Mrs, Frost.” 

“I beg your lordship’s pardon; but I under- 
stood from James that ib was so,” and she was 
about to retrace her steps when Lord Gothard 
aad .— 

**¥ shall nob remain at Castle Towers after 
thie week, Mra, Frost. What a sad thing for 
that poor little girl,” he added, after a few 
moments, ‘It has made me feel quite un- 
happy.” 

“The little cripple,” Mrs, Frost answered. 
You, it is ead ; and ench a sweet face, boo; but 
she has been like that from her birth.” 

 Mre, Sugden has told you all about ft, I 
see,” and his lordship emiled, thinking how 
rapidly women entered into confidences ; but on 
ralaing his eyes he was surprised to see his house- 
keeper's face red like a peony, the while she 
adroltly turned the subject to Mive Merrivale. 
She had never seen anyone so beautiful, ehe sald; 
bat Lord Gothard considering she was only at- 
tempting to discover a secret he did nob Intend 
(Uttle knowing that It bad already been) to 
be the subjsch of the servants’ hall, after making 
some brief remark dismissed her, saying he was 
going to dine ont, and should not return until 
late in the eventing. 

“There's some myetery about that woman I 
would give half my estate to find ont,” he 
solilognised, when the door closed behind her. 
And then, after a short while, he went out {rito 
the bright sunshiue, thinking, thinking, and the 
birds slpgiug their glad songs overhead, 


CHAPTER VI. 

On their return te town Ilttle was thought of 
but the wedding, which had been fixed for the 
last week fn October, so that after spending the 
honeymoon on the Continent they could return 
to spend Christmas at Castle Towers. 

Jack had taken chambers in the Temple, tell- 
ing bis mother he found doing 20 more. con- 
venient, and thus-taking the one bright spot 
from the life of the little invalid, 

Bat she never repined, a sad, weary look alone 
coming to her face when the accuetomed hour 
drew near that he had been used to return, 
bringing light and gladness with him, 

But {6 was go seldom now he came, and when 





he did he seemed so aifferent to Jack of old 
that his comlog brought only sorrow to her, 
knowing as she did what. had wroughd the 
change. 

Mrs, Sagden could wot fall to see that the 
sweet face was gro thinner day by day, and 
@ nasty congh, which she had had when at Lord 
Gothard’s, clang to her «till. 

“Take ber out of Fagland altogether, where 
she will escape our trying wicter,’’ was the 
doetor’s advice ; but Mrs, Sugden felt the doing 
80 juet now was an imposal bility. 

* Aa soon as her cousin's w is over I 
will take her abroad,” she sald, “ Bat ehe is so 
young that she may grow over any tendency to 
consumption that is ikely.” 

Bat Dr. Patterson said nothing, only shaking 
his bead, and mentally averring afterwards there 
was not an insurance office in London would 
insure her life, notwithstanding her youth. 

October had come in bright and golden, turn- 
log to yellow and red the leaves which still 
Ungered on the trees in the parks, where the hot 
summer had left the grass withored and worn, 
and Noebba, after a flying vielt to Gunn’s Corner, 
had retarned to town for the purpose of inter- 
viewing dreasmakers and williners, and doling 
what was required on her part towards the com- 
pletion of the preparations for her approaching 
naptials, 

Lord Gothard had made many handsome 
presents to his bride-elect, placiog In Mrs. Sag- 
den’s hands a cheque for five huncred pounds 
towards her trousseau. 

* Not a word,” he eald, when that lady woal 
have remonstrated. "Iam not a young map, 
you know. I have been married before and 
understand something about these matters.” 

So that although Netta neither knew nor aeked 
where the money came from she was so liberally 
supplied that shs thought to gladden the hearts 
of thove at home by promising Josephine and 
Lottle they should be her bridesmaids, she 
supplylog the dresses, 

“My desr, I do indeed trust you may be 
happy,” Mrs, Sagden sald when they were 
together one evening in the Berkeley-street 
drawing-room, discussing, the while Gortle was 
asleep, the event which was so shortly to take 
place. *' Bat Lord Gothard’s tastes at his time of 
life must be so different to yours. However, 
money goes a long way, there fs no doubt, in 
insuring happiness which might not otherwise 
exist,” 


‘*] daresay we shall agree as well as most 
people,” Netta replied, the while she twisted and 
turned around her finger the betrothal ring his 
lordsh'p had given her, until the stones flashed 
In the gaslighs, 

* Netta, who gave you that!” and Mrs, 
Sagden caught hold of the girl’s white hand, in 
the fipulee of the moment drawing the jswel 
from her fiuger. 

“Lord Gothard,” was the repig ; “ when we 
were at Castle Towers,”’ 

Bat ber avnb was psying no heed to her 
answer ; she was intently studyiog the ring ia 
question, on the Inelde of which was engraved 
beneath where the stones sparkled, Hver Yours, 
But the workmanship was foreign, notwithstand- 
ing that the motto was English, 

x Why did you nob show me this before, 
Netta ?” 

‘“T did not think to do so, supposing you had 
sesnit. But what is there particular about ic?” 
she asked. 

Mrs, Sugden sald no more, only retaining the 
ring, for Gertle had awoke. Bat strange thoughts 
filled her miod when, later on, she wae alone, 
and before retiring to rest ahe had wribten, 
desiring that Lord Gothard would call the 
following day. 

Bat sithough she anxiously awaited his coming, 
the weary hours passed withont his lordship pud- 
ting In an appearance, and it was nod. ontil late 
in the afverncon that a telegram arrived for 
Netta, stating that he had been called away 
suddenly, 

He had telegraphed from the country, there- 
fore he had not received Mrs, S2zgden’s letter, so 
she bad to remain satisfied until bis return. But 


& more serious aspect, that everyt fa connec. 
tion with the wedding was, for tha 8, forgot. 
ten ; and when he did come, a week previous to 
ie one eppeseset, ee could tell him no more 
than that {6 would have to be postponed. 

Pan was meee, see nee yang ma had come 
whstalrs, y by day was growla 
weaker, until her life hung bub on a thread, " 

Mrs. Sagden seldom left her now; for she couid 
not, bear that she should be away. The only hap. 
plnese she had was to let her hand rest in hers; 
and then a glad light would come to her eyes when 
Jack came to her, as he used to.do before that 


change came to break her hears. 
“ Something tells me you will be happy when 
Iam , dear,” she when ba 


said, one evening 
was sitting by her side, ‘Ib is all I have o wish 
to nee before I die, and thea I shall be so glad to 


"Don’t talk Ike that, Gertie. You don't 
think how hard ft fa for me to part with you, 
little sister!” was his answer, but she almost 
winced beneath the touch of hishand on her 
golden hair, the while even then she could aot 
bring her to undeceive him. 

"Sister, little sister," she repeated. “ Yes, 
always think of me as that, dear. We have been 
happy together, have we nob}” she asked. 
“ And I think you will miss me a little, Jack, and 
sometimes wish you had her with Pay still—the 
poor cripple who loved you so fondly!” 

Bat ck could nob answer, his big heart 
breaking with the great sorrow that unmanned 
him ; and-then she fell into a peacefal sleep 
and Mrs, Sagden led him from the room. 

It was but the precursor of that from which 
there was no awakening, 
her eyes and saw he was nob by her side they 
wandered restlessly around the room, and “ Jack, 
Netta,” was all she said, when Mre. Sagden 
asked who {bt was she wanted. 

They camein shortly after that, advancing to- 
gether to her bedside, They knew her time was 
drawing short, for her breathing had become 
painfully hard, but when asked if she was suffer. 
ing, she only anewered with a gentle smile, and 
bade them kiss her. 

“It is good-bye,” she said, and then taking a 
hand of each she placed them together, the 
words ‘ it fy my wish,” the last she attered, 

But even death took her gently In his arms, 
bearing ber away from them fn a quiet alumber, 
fiot antil the shadow he had left behind reated 
on her beloved features convincing them. that 
her spirit had flown. 

Taey moved aalde then, restraining the sobs 
which told how hard it was to leave her there, 
the while they drew down the blinds where the 
bright sun éntered, gliding to the last her yellow 
bsir with his setting rays. 

Lord Gothard was the first. to offer his condo- 
lence, consid the letter he had recelved was 
In consequence of the sad event. ‘s 

“Tconid not get here before, Mrs, Sugden, 
he sald, “ having been unexpectedly called to the 
North,” 

“To waa nob fa reference to our darling’s {ll- 
ness that I was so avx'ous to see you, Lord G>- 
thard, Her Mving or dying could little affect you,” 
and she looked directly towards him; ‘‘ was there 
not some weightier reason for my desiring to eee 
you? It-was in reference to this ring which you 

ave ray niece that I wished to speak with you. 
F thiok I have seen it before |” } 

“Tenn scarcely euppose such to be the case,’ 
his lordship answered, taking 1% from her, and 
she stedying him the while. 


But there was little to be drawn from the ex- 


pression of bis countenance, which scarcely 
changed, his hand alone slightly trembling when 
he took the jewel. 

"To was made several years alnce by a foreign 
jeweller, the stones, which are of great value, 
having neous. + my mother, as car ee - 
miring one r in particular 
others in @ sy Ne in Brussels, 1—directions 
were given that these stones should be similarly 


mounted, 
His heeltation was not unnoticed by his 





listener, who anew — 
"And it has been ‘tn your possession ever 


before that occurred Gertie’s lllness had essumed | sluce 1” 


ae. 42a ket 


* ee 
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“ [¢ is w lady's ring,” was his lordship’s reply. 
“Bat why, Mre. Sagdeo, should you bave an 
idea that you iy” 

“J will tell you, Lord Gothard, Eighteen years 
etuce--I had” deen married but three years then 
_—] one afternoon was with my little son, just re- 
entering the house, baving alighted from the 
carriage In which we had been driving round the 
park, when a middle-aged woman, neatly dressed, 
advanced towards me. : 

“You ere Mrs, Sagden, are you oot!” she 
asked, and op my answerlog in the affirmative, 
she asked me ff 1 would return with her to see a 
lady who lived in her drawing-rooms, a Mrs, 


Merton. 

€* Mrs, Merton |” I answered, ‘I know no one 
of that name.’ 

‘*'Bat she knows you,’ the woman replied, 
‘and in apy case, ma’am, if I were you I should 
go, for Tdon’t think eho ts long for this world,’ 

“Ttold her to come in; then, whileshe was 
waitiog in the hall, and nurse with baby had 
gone @ I te my husband's 
Worary to consult him fn the matter. 

“Return with her in the carriage, dear,’ he 
sald, ‘You will be perfectiy safe, and ehe rausb 
know something, or would nod have addressed 


you y name,’ ”’ 

* Unless she learnt {t from the servants.” 

" That lescarcely lkely,”’ he smiled. 

“T seemed dablour, but after a while I agreed, 
It was crowing late, so I gave orders that the 
woman should be taken to the servante’ hall, 
where she was to have refreshment, and after 
dinner I would accompany her. I hope I am not 
wearying you, Lord Gothard 1” ; 

“Bat far from being wearled,” he assured her, 


sain: operant mores 
o what way thie story affected the possession of 
the ring tu question. 


“Tt was te some street in Pimlico we were 
driven,” Mra, Sagden continued, “the door being 
opened by a girl of teen. ‘She bad rua 
down,’ she sald, ‘ when she had heard the knock, 
for Mca. Merton was getting terribly excited, and 
the servant was at the top uf the house.’ ; 

“© You are kind, Mies Fiavell,’ the woman 
-maiyes *And ther eh asked me to follow 

aru 1 

“The room into which I was led wasa emali 
bedroom on the first floor, off the drawing-room. 
It wag Only lighted by a night lamp, the ges 
having been turned almost out, Bat the volce 
which came from the bed caused me to start,’ 
arking In anxlous tones, if Mrs. Sagden had 
come, 

“* Yeu, yes, dear,’ Mise Fiavel! said; at the 
same time she turned up the gae, leading me then 
to where the Invalid Isy. 

"She was little more than a girl, no older than 
Miss Flavell herself ; but she was a woman fn 
sorrow—sorrow which had taken all the fan and 
sparkle from her velvety eyes, leaving them aad- 
dened and weary, with the thick, dark fringes 
drooping over them, 

“*You have come, Helen! I thonght you 
would,’ and then she held ou? a little white hand, 
20 transparent.that I almost feared to touch it, 
the while a look of happiness for a moment passed 
over her face, 

"Myra, my darling ! why did you not éend 
to me before?’ I asked, throwlog myself on my 
knees beside her. And then for the first time I 
eaw @ tiny, wee face beelde her own.” 

4. paused for a moment, the while a 
strange, anxztous look had settled on his lordabip’a 
features, giviog to them the ap ce of having 
grown suddenly worn and 5 

“* Yes ; will you take her, Helen?’ she asked, 
following my gaze to where the Infant was calmly 

*I would not have her go now, only I 
know Tam dying.’ 

“* Bat where is your husband, Myra t’ I asked, 
for when she left home, as she had done a year 
before, she sent word she was married. 

‘“She scarcely knew how to anewer. I conld 
see the love In eyes which was battling with 
the duty she owed her child, and then the tears 
coursed each other down her cheeks, 

*Tb was no marriage, dear,’ she answered ; 

‘bat don't shrink from me,’ for she saw the 


‘ For in the eight of Heaven 1 was—I am his 
le. 


"She then took from under her pillow a cerii- 
ficate, on which wae her name and that of Arthur 


Disney. 

“T have it here,” Mrs, Sugden sald, but Lord 
Gothard had no wish to see it, he sald, when she 
would have handed ft to him. He did not see fn 
what way her narrative affected him. 

She made no remark, only refoldicg the paper 
as she continaed,— 

** After that she asked Miss Flavell to give 
her a packet which was lying on the dressing. 
table, On receiving {t from her hands she opened 
It before me. 

‘**Hils presents, Helen,’ she sald. ‘Sse, I 
have packed them sil together. Will you see that 
they are.send to the address I have put outside} 
He eaid {b would always find bim.’ 

"T took them according to her wish, putting 
them all together agaic, for ahe bad-been looking 
at each with ng eyes, and klesing one or 
two which recalied,rasybe, a happy moment, 
Bub they were links in the peat to which she 
clang, not for -their fmtrinslc worth, but the 
memories they brought back, aud then ehe 

them from her, when something rolled 
m their midst. 
"Tt wae this!” aod Mrs, Sugden held up the 


ring, 

Pal was the one his lordship had given her 
we I 
Bat Mra, Sagden made no comment on that 
then ; she only continued her story, he the while 
listening, looking as though somethiog stronger 
= curloeity made him anxious to know the 
en 

**I conld not stay longer.then, so telling her 
I would be with her in the morning, when I 
would take back my little niece, I left. 

“The fo morning I was true to my 
word ; but I was too late, my darling had passed 
away in the night, so I came back with a heavy 
heart and my living legacy.” 

“I most think it out, 1b seeme so strange.” 
Tt was his lordship who spoke. ‘“ Don’t tell me 
any more now, Mre. Sugdevo.. I-—~I don’t feei— 
up to it,” he blurted out at last, ‘ Letme come 
to-morrow,” and then he rose from his chair. 
For a second he held her hand, aud, thea, when 
she moved to ring ths bell, she could hear bim 
tottering down the staira, and ten years taken 
from his life, 


oe eee 


CHAPTER VII. 


Tx the chamber of desth the last cilices had 
been performed for the lifeless girl in the nar- 
now bed provided her, looking even more lovely 
than whev, but a few months since, she had re- 
clined upon the couch ia the drawing-room 
beneath. 

Like one In @ peacefal slumber she lay, the 
deep fringe of her beautiful clozed eyes resting 
on her waxen cheek, coloured but by the faintest 
tinge of pink, the while her lipa were as though 
the artist’s brash had touched them with car- 
mine; and flowere, such as she had so fondly 
loved, were placed on her atill bosom, exhaling 
their rich perfame around, and mingling with 
the long golden tresses which fell over her 
shoulders, 

Jack had crept {n to have s last look of the 
beloved face before the coffia-lid closed {tb from 
him and sll for ever, He had brought with him 
choice flowers, hte Issp tribute to his darling; 
and then he fell on his knees beside where she 
lay, hia grief bursting forth afresh when he re- 
called to bla mind how dear he had been to her. 
—_ amy an we az she had done, her 
ppineses hauging on the sound of his footfall, 
| her very life becoming glad in her affliction when 
he was near! 

It was all over now; the one most faithful to 
him was gone. His love had proved false to her 
vows, she who would have clung to him 
against the world was dead. 

How he had been there he could not tell, 

was he in his reflections, the while, 


But the gentle rustle of a woman's dress told 
him he was not alone, and rising slowly he saw 
bie mother standing beside him, 
"JT had no idea you were here, Jack. Oar 
darling, does she uot look beantiful}'’ And she 
turned to where the dead girl Isy, speaking in 
those eubdued tones which people use fn the 
presence of death, as though fearful to awaken 
the quiet sleeper. , 

He moved away then, placing the flowers he 
had brought close to her waxen fingers. 
“They sre those she loved best in life, 
mother,” 
Bat Mrs, Sugden made no rep’y, only layiog 
her hand gently on his shoulder. 
“Do you know what killed her, Jack }" 
_ What do you mean? I don’t undorstand, 
mother,” he euswered, * Did not Dr, Patterson 
sa > 


"De, Patterson} No doctor could have cured 
her, She dled, Jack, her heart broken for love 
of you,” 

He looked up then ; and for tte frat time he 
learnt that the little girl who had loved him 
with such devoted affection, she who had grown 
vp with him under ths eame roof, looking up to 
him as.a superior belong, whode every wish ‘way 
ber law, was not his mother’s child, 

‘And she knew }” he asked, a faltering in bia 
voice, “the while I was kept In ignorance, Ib 
mighs have been so different, mother j” 

Bat Mra. Sugden apparently did not notice the 
reprosch la his tone. 

‘*Th was her wish, poor darling!” che eatd 
“In consequence of her sfiliction ; feeling, had 
you known the relationship fo which you stood 
to each other, you might have loved her bese, 
The while had you evinced a stronger affection 
she could never have been more to you than 
little sister, while, In reality, she was ‘your 
cousin,” 

He sald ne more, the while be gezed fondly on 
the still, white face, a thousand recollections re- 
calling themselves to bls mind, And then he 
stooped to impress bis first lover's kiew on the 
eld lips, feeling in thas moment, when his eyes 
were opened, if was something more than the 
love of a brother which had so entwined her 
round his heart, 

Another remembrance then surged throvgh his 
brain—the promise half given to her dying wish, 
and Netta as far from bim as the dead gir) lying 
there fo her waxeu beaudy. 

“ And she wished me to wed Netta /”’ 

“T know,” Mra. Sagden replied, and she would 
have said more; when a knock and ring atiracting 
her attention she was aware what Lord Gothard 
had kept his word, when, replacing the coffia-l!d, 
she linked her arm within thah of her son and 


led him from the room, telling him to join 
Netts, as she wanted fio speak privately to ble 
lordship, 


A few moments later, and she entered the 
Mbrary where he had been shown, he rising and 
extending hia hand on ber approach 

“JT have kept my sppointment,” he suid, 
and then he resumed his seat, the while Mrs 
Sugden thought how aged he bad become in 
those few hours intervening sicce thelr last 
interview, 

And you havea wish to hear the remainder 
of my story ’” 

He ald not answer for « ehort time, bia fewtures 
workiog nervously, the while he twitched macon- 
eclously at his watch chafo, and then evading her 
question, 

" And you suppose the ring I gave your niece 
to be the same.as that which wan so many years 
ago returned with other trlukets to Arthur Dic- 
ney '” he said, 

"Scarcely a suppositiov, my lord,” was her 
reply ; ‘as it is most unitkely there were two of 
the same, exact In every pariicular, But tn car0o 
of doubt, Miss Fiavell wonld, I feel sure, be 
enabled to recognise ib; for long ago though [b 
wae, it was she who recovered ft when ft had 
fallen from the packet, remarking ab the time on 
ita beauty aud uncomuron setting. 

“ And maybe Misa Fiavell should, be married 
or dead, So many ovente take place in a few 





80 & 
with his head burfed in his hands, he knelt beside 





expression of horror which passed over my face. 


the lifeless clay, , 


years even, Mes, Sugden, and elghteen Is & lovg 
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time to look back on and to carry one’s memory 
with them.” 

“She bas been married,” was Mra, Sugden’s 
reply, the while she kept her eyes fixed on her 
llstener, adding, “and widowed also.” 

* You have seen her, then ’” 

There was an uneasy expression on his lord- 
ship's face which did not escape the other's 
no 


tice. 
wooks af bat tthe Wins, although thare woe 
; but at the tims, al was 
mm . — fo her eagerly wae 
er, for, as you have my 
time plays sad havoc 
faces, Bat a something in ber manner Im- 
pressed me. Her memory was not so fealty 
but that she could cal! to mind the event.” 

** However, I heard what she confided to me, 
fe my lips were sealed, on account of ha 
promised that th. little she had told me 2! 
go no farther; end had {b not been for your 
cngrppuent to my niece, Lord Gothard, I should 
not have raked op the ashes of the dead, the 
poy bg to my sister being leas than that you 
a me whom the world regarded as your 


* Your alater {" his lordship ejicalated., ‘! Mra. 
Sugden, elther you or I must be drea !” but 
his face was very white, and the nervous twitch- 
ing of his features was beyond his control. 

**To is no dream, although at one time I wished 
it had been, The man who married Myra 
Morton, my sister, was no other than Arthur 
Disney Gothard,; then an Honourable ; not until 
he succeeded to the title, which he did shortly 
afterwards, going through the form of 
with a lady for whom he could scarcely have had 
any affection. further than being thankfal thus 
to secure sufficient to save Castle Towers from 
the Jews |” 

“ Aad you believe me to be the man you thus 
stigmatic: }"’ 

¢ had arisen from his seat then, the while a 
eudden resolve had formed fn hie mind. 

"I only ask jastice, Mrs, Sugden,” he con- 
tinued, “I do not deny the great wrong which 
wae done your sister, but it was nob done by me, 
and when I contracted the unfortanate marriage 
which I did I was a free man. 

“TY had taken a vow never to divalge that Into 
which my name was dragged, and through which 
T have unfortunately suffered ; bub he to whom 
I gave that promise has gone to answer for the 
sin he associated me with; and to clear my 
honour, my title, I feel I am bound to state facts 
of which your informant, my housekeeper, was 
igvorant. 

“My father, gou must know, had bat two 
sons-—myeself and my brother—and we were 
twins ; but, strange to say, with the exception 
of the intensity of affection we bad one for the 
other, there was little else {In common between 
us-—-Harold, who was the elder, being s wild, 
high-spirited boy, while J, it may be from the 
fect of being more physically weak, was of a 
quiet, home-loving disposition ; but Harold was 
my father’s favourite, and when our mother 
died, all his love was centred In his eldest 
eon. 

** Tt was then he came bo me one day, for he 
had been summoned home from the Continent. 

***T am fn an awful fix, Arthur!’ he sald. ‘I 
have been married |’ 

*** Married {’ I ¢jaculated, ‘and to whom ?' 

*“'Oh!a nice Hotle thing enough ; but what 
could bave fnduced ms to make such a fool of 
mayeelf J can't think !’ and then he went on to 
tell me he had been married In my name, 
. — "he eald, 'I dropped the Harold, that was 
all,’ 3 

* Yes, he hsd ouftted that name, the only one 
which made a difference In our identity. ‘ Bat 
it Ia of ne consequence,’ he assured me, ‘for the 
girl fe quite satisfied that fb was no marriage; 
aud we have had a very jolly time of {6, and now 
she fs gone back to her friends.” 

*'* Bat ehe fs sure to follow you up, Harold,’ I 
sald, ‘and with my name, too, Ib will be rather 
awkward," 

* *Not a bit of 16, my dear fellow,” he laughed. 
‘And, even so, what knowledge have you of 
Arthur Disney }’ 


with old-remembered 





'©@* Did you not add Gothard 1’ I asked. 

* Bat hesald nothing, the while he regarded 
meas though I was a fool, andI looked on him 
asa villain. Bot the blind love with which I 
invested him led me to believe, after awhile, that 
that which had at first given such a shock to my 
sense of honour was really, in a wordly point of 
view, no more than an escapade on the part of 
rm repented of and forgotten equally by 
bo ” 


‘To give a colour to the lie with which he had 
fathered me, he had given the address of an old 
servant who had formerly lived in our service, 
and from that source I one day received » parcel 
containing several trinkets, but nob a word to tell 
by whom they were sent.” 

"“*My presents, I declare!’ he said, when I 
showed him the contenta. ‘I gave her credft 
for more sense. Keep them, my boy, they are 
useless to me. I would rather not eee them.’ 

** And, fa fact, I could see he did not want to 
look at them, that being the only occasion on 
which I saw him express any feeling in the matter 
antil his death.” 

“Did he think then!” Mrs. Sugden asked, 

“Yes ; It was the last time, when holdiog my 
hand fn his, he mentioned {t.” 

**Don’t let father ever know my secret, 
Arthur,’ he sald ; but it was a parcel of lies I 
told you and her—you kuow who I mean,’ for I 
bad almost forgotten the circumstances, ‘ Poor 
little girl, she is my wife, and if by chance you 
ever come across her’—— But whatit was he 
would have said died on his lips.” 

* And, of course, you never thought farther, 
when there was so little chance of diacavery #"’ 

“To me, now he was gone, {t was a matter of 
little importance, and the little I did thick wae 
soon driven from my mind by other events fol- 
lowing so quickly on—my father’s death, which 
occurred shortly after, and then the ansatisfac- 
tory state of his affairs, and my unhappy marriage. 
Bat that fs all passed now, and there remains but 
ove sacrifice I can make which will inany way 
atone for my brother's wrongs, I am an old man, 
Mrs, Sugden, but my heart fs not dead, and 
when I tell you I-reeign all pretensions to the 
hand of Netta in favour of your son, I know well 
how fondly {t beats for her.” 

She would have spoken then, but he held up 

d, 


his han 

“Tam not blind, ocr shall she lose, my dar- 
ling, by the ; for @ she lo 
Jack fondly as he loves her, she shall still have 
Castle Towers.” 

“Has Castle Towers no heir, then?” Mrz. 
Sagden asked. 

Gothard looked up. 

"I forgot,” he sald, * Harold’s child! and a 
sense of disappointment passed over his features. 

But Mrs. Sugden arose from’ ber seat, asking 
him to follow her from the room. 

He went then up the soft carpeted stairs, where 
the autumn aun came to them through the 
richly-stained glass, to where his guide led. him 
along a wide corridor, until they reached a door 
at the further end. 

Tarning the handle softly they entered. It was 
so silent, so still, that he felt he was in the 
presence of death ; and when Mrs. Sagden re- 
moved the coffia-lid, and he saw the face of the 


told hig, 
“*Harold’s child!" were the words which in 
volantarily escaped hie lips. 


CHAPTER VUII. 


Anp ao It was that Harold's child was taken to 
Devon and there lald to rest, bat not Ip the 
famlly vault, as Lord Gothard would bave willed 
It, but beneath a leafy beech behdlog ite branches 
low over her grave, close by the church wall. 

* We shall feel more az though she was with 
as,” Jack had sald, for it was arranged that her 
last wish should be carrigd out-—his union with 
Netta, although some tims had elapsed. before he 
could entirely forget how quickly she had thrown 
him over for aricher lover, Bat six months had 
passed since ther. 


—— 


"Not that I could have married Lord Gothardg 
when it came to the point,” Netta told him, 
“for I never loved anyone save your own dear 
self, Jack.” 

“Then it was Castle Towers you were so deeply 
enamoured of, you mercenary littie lady '” 

“ Not excactly mercenary, Jack. But, oh! if 
you had known the ing and screwing at 

two ends meet,” 


by-the-bys, I 
her and Lottie to the 


“I am afraid of nothing of the kind. One 
thing, she does not wear black now, and another, 
Josephine Is no longer the plala awkward 
Josephine of Gann’s Oorner. But here comes 
hie lordship.” 


(Continued on page 208 ) 








TRIED AND TRUE 


—0:-- 


As the wind hauled fair for Oabs, fold after 
fold of canvas was loosened and sheeted home, 
epreading broad and full from truck to deck, 
until the stately ship bore the appesrance of some 
enormous white cloud sweeping over the bosom 
of the ocean. 

About her curved prow, roaring t the 
water, the bright sunshine wove my raln- 
bows in the leaping spray, and lighted up like 
silver spangles the ganzy wings of hundreds of 
fiying-fieh throesh the alr around the 
vessel, 


Aft, ab the payee ~ pane husband, stood c 
captain’s pretty wife, ® young woman 0! 
twenty-five, with brown eyer and smooth chestaut 
hair. The captain, be sturdy young fellow of 
thirty, was teaching her to steer. 

At her playfal request he often showed her 
how to thus guide the crafo, so that she was 
a) eerenes quite skilful in the handling of the 
wheel. 

* Ay,” he was saytog In reply to a remark she 
made, “you steer so well that, if all the Sea 
Nynph's men were sick, I could safely put you at 
the helm.” 

“ Are you not then fortunate in having brought 
me to sea with you!” inquired ge laughing. 
‘I love the sea, and am glad to find myself so 


“So far,” he answered, “you have seen only 
the bright side. Suffering or danger would make 
you wish you had stayed at home,” 

And, as he spoke, be looked down at her 
white, slender throat and frail, — 

She became serious and thonghtfal. 

"Tt fe trae IT am nob very strong,” she said, 
and then, with a slight shudder, she added: ‘'I 
hope we will have no hardship or peril of any 
kind. Ib is bad to have to ho'd on to the 
elde of one’s berth to keep from falling out when 
es ey SS Se WE ee ere 
worse 


She onld this pleasantly ; but, although he did 
not show ft, her remark gave her partner some 
inward dissatisfaction. 

“§arely,” he thought, ‘this is not like the 
speech of the model sort of woman we often read 
about, who would say, 'I will brave any hard- 
ship for the eake of being with my husband!’ 
I wish she had sald that to me Instead of what 
she did. I fear my pretty wife le a fair-weather 
craft, whom trouble or danger raight drive from 
my cide ; but, then, after all, I mast remember 
she is delicate, and has had bad few trials.” 

On that very day a merchant barque, called the 
Pole Star, from Rio Janeiro for London, was 





spoken, and her esptain comiog aboard informed 
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Hagh that he was chased by pirates three days 
before, off the conet of Ouba; for at this period 
(1820) the shores and waters of the West India 
Islands were infested with swarms of freebooters, 
who often attacked and plundered passing 


Haugh was sorry hie wife had not taken a home 
paseage aboard the other craft. Her refusal, he 
believed, was owing to her having concluded that 
there would, afver all, be no danger. 
pirates really be encountered, he dreaded the 


: 
g 
5 
= 
; 
: 
L 


who, he feared, might lose her reason, or even 
expire from sheer terror, 


sharp se sword: fish, swiftly cleaving the golden- 
yellow waves, under clouds of canvas, towards the 
Sea Nymph, One of these vesséis was really 
ahead, another astern, and the two others were 
coming up from windward and leeward, the firat 
mentioned and the latter being, of course, 
‘‘close-hauled.” They were still about thice 


ogalust baloft, Slowly and grace- 
fully the. spar, with {te broad canvas 
inclined to leeward, and then away it went 
rattling down by the run alongside.” 

“‘Hi-yah! hi-yah! Hooray !’’ yelled the 
pirates, Rw their sharp- craft came on 


hee, 
fired again and agaip, but without much effect, 
and fast were the shot from the 
Pirate craft, ae the four vessels came on to hem 
the crippled Sea Nymph, that several of 


powder, was asslating his few men to work the 


guns, 

The fog, which, as stated, had partly cleared, 
wae again thickening, so that finally 
booms and foremaste of the enemy cou'd be asen. 


succeeded in crippling two of them, brin on 
down the fere-topenll i ae 


yard of one and the fore- 
topmast of another. 
But, even while he joined fn the cheers of his | 
Uttle party, a spiteful shot struck him 
slantingly in the side, and he fell bleeding to the 


In a moment Emily was kneeling by him, 
giviog him wate-. 

** Take him into the cabin |”’ she then ordered 
{in o clear voles, 

He was carried there, and laid on a lounge, 
oat agg carefully arranging a pillow under his 


There was a good doctor aboard, and while he 
was d the wound Emily bathed the 
snfferer’s forehead, and gave him cooling drinks. 
** Would not he be moe comfortable in his 
berth!” she inquired. 

“ He-must not be moved at present,” was the 
doctor's answer. “It would be his death to move 
him now,” 

Tears came to thé young woman’s eyer, her lips 
quivered. 

ies Don’t worry, Emily,” said Hagh, in a faint 


08, 

Knowing {t distressed him to witness her grief, 

she wiped away her tears. Toen she kissed bim, 

and continued to bethe his head. 

Above, the booming of guns and the howling 

of shet became every moment nearer and louder. 
A minute later, nine men—all that were left 

of # ngs young captain’s crew—rushed into the 

cal 


“It’s all op with as,” sald one, lifting his 
“ The pirates’il soon be aboard of us; bat 
weer ee so that we may escape In 
one of the boats. We can put the captain in 
the boat, ma’am,” he added, sddressing Euilly, 

“ No; it would kill him to move bim,” spoke 
up the doctor, ‘Bat you had better go,” he 
added, turning to the young wife, 

‘* What! leave my husband 1” she said. 

"You can do him no good, for the pirates will 
not spare gou. The rascals will show no quarter 
elther to man or woman, All that can be done 
for him has been done, and-—— 

Ere the doctor could conclude, a shot came 
whizzing through the cabin window, severely 
wounding both of his legs above the knees. 

"Come, ma'am, come” cried the sailor who 
had ously spoken. 

“J will not leave my husband,’ was Emily's 
answer, 

Unable to persuade her to go, all the seamen 
except one, who declared he would not desert a 
craft that a woman “ stuck to,” made for the 
boat, assisting the groaning doctor {nto ft, after 
which, screened by the smoke and fog, they 
pniled away from the impertilled ship. 

The solitary sailor took his place ab the wheel, 
Then he noticed that there was « slight change 
of wind, causing the nearest pirate to tack so as 
to “fetch”. the Sea Nymph. Through the 
drapery of fog he could dimly ses the vessel's 
foreyards swing round, ’ 

“' Ma’am,” he called at the companion way, 
“1 think if I could brace the yards a little we 
might have just a chance of siipping off and 
showing our heels to them human sharks ; but 
{ib needs some one ab the wheel while I do the 
bracin’, for the wind has freshened.” 

*I will take the wheel,” answered Emily, 
quickly, “ and to save my husband,” 

She ran on deck, and the sallor having shown 
her the course to steer, she selzed the wheel. 
Then the tar hurried to brace the yards, for the 
shots were now coming very fast, and he was 
anxious to relieve Emily from ber perilous posi 
tlon as soon as possible, A few vigorous pulls on 
the lee braces brought the yards to the required 
slant ; bat as the man was about to take the 
whee! again, a heavy splinter, knocked from the 
rail by a shot, struck him on the temple, laying 
him dead at the young wife’s feet. 

“Now, Heaven help me," cried the brave 
— “to steer aright, and save my noble 

ugh!” 

With firm hands she worked the helm ; with 
pene | eyes she watched the ship's head, to see 

t) 





Now, however, they were not more than balf a 
league off, and by some ekilfal shots Hogh 


apace between the pirate vessels, by means of 
which she hoped to escape her enexaler, 2 gleam 
of ‘iy lighted her face. 

ne type cf womanly coursge and fortitude 
was she, standing there with her beautiful chest- 
nub tresses blown out from her head Itke 
streamers, and nota tremor sbaking her slender 
figare, although the shot whizzed and whirred 
and screamed all about her, some of them even 
grazing her hafr, 
In that moment she heeded not the fiylog 
shot--thought nothing of her own peril; bat 
her eyos were brighter than the flashing death- 
gleame that lighted the fog all around her, for 
every thought, with the whole strength of her 
sonl, was concentrated on that one idea—that 
one onsbaken resolution to save the life of her 
wounded husband. 
Oo went the ship, and at last she passed 
through thé open space between the pirste 
veseels, thus loaving the latter in purvult astern 
Two of them, as stated, were crippled, but the 
othera gained on the Sva Nymph, until, by keep- 
ing off a little, Eally managed to maintain her 
distance from them. 
Thus purscers and pursned had proceeded a 
league, when all ab once the young woman beheld 
a dark object—some kind of craft—shead of 
her 


Her heart sank. Was ib possible that one of 
the pirate vessels had contrived to double on her 
in the fog. 

A moment later she saw the lofty maste of 
the vessel looming up ; then she caw open port- 
holes—a double row—with the muzz es «f the 
gona showing through them, and she beheld o 
marine, with musket at support, walking the 
gangway ! 

A ory of joy escaped her, for the vessel was a 
man-of-war, and her husband was saved ! 

* Please to put your wheel hard down !” sang 
out an officer from the vease!’s quarterdeck ; and 
Emlly promptly did aa requested. 

The ship swung up into the wind, and « 
cutter, con og & surgeon and a crew, with 
the seamen who had deserted the Sea Vymph, 
and were afterwards picked up by thie sloop-of- 
war, camo slongside, Emily wae relieved at the 
wheel, and the surgeon accompanied her tuto the 


cabin. 

Hagh feebly raised his head, 
ia We are not captured, then!” he sald to hie 

te. 

‘*No, [have saved you!" she answoerad, ‘' I 
steered away from the pirates, and now we 
are close to the man-of-war. I learn ft Is the 
same one you spoke of, which was lately at the 
Bermudar.” 

The war-crafb now chased the pirater, but the 
latter contrived to escape in the fog, Meanwhile 
the crew which had been sent to the Sea Nymph 
pr to repair her damaged foremast, and 
she was soon In proper condition to keep up with 
the sloop-of-war, which was headed for the port 
of Havans, Cuba, whero both vessels arrived a 
week later, 

Under the surgeon's skiiful treatment and that 
of the captain’s wife the young man In a fort- 
night was able to leave the cabin, after which he 
shipped a new crew, procured his cargo, and 
eventually took 1b home, 

The brave conduct of hla wife, whose character 
he had so misjudged, strengthened his love and 
esteem for her, and he now knew that a woman 
who shudders at the very thought of peril may 
show the utmost courageand fortitude when that 
peril really confronts her, 

Not only had the noble behaviour of his fair 
ue saved her husband’s life, but [t also 

fluenced the shipping firm, grateful for the pre- 
servation of their vesvel—to allow Hugh a more 


liberal share of profits, thus enabling him in a 
few years to puro the Sea Nymph, the name 
of which, in honour of his wife, he changed to 


the Zmily, 
[THe END.] 








Hatvy the ships of the world are Brltlbh. The 
best of them can be converted {nto ships of war 





did nob swerve; and as the craft went 
roariog on through the white foam toward the 


in forty-eight hours. 
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HAD WE NEVER LOVED 80 BLINDLY 


—30i— 
OBAPIER XU 


tr Flora Trevanion had but known ib, she had 
already taken one step along the road which 
would lead her ultimately to where the shadows 
were lurking—the darkest clouds gathering over 
her pretty young head. 

Sir Baell releseed her hand, and she In- 

stantly turued round as if to go back to the 
carriage, 
“Stay a moment,” he sald, with a smile; 
"you came to see the view, and you haven't 
looked at it, First look at thosé white safls 
shining out agalast the wey background of the 
laland, then turn to the right and see Greylands 
standing out against the fire!” 

* Lovely 1” and then there was s long paute, 
asher ayes wandered from the gléaming waters 
of the Solent and the ships on {te broad bosom, 
to the grave old Abbey where the monks of old 
had chanted their psalme, and prayed their long 
prayers tii voice and heart were both at rest 
under the greon sod, Some of the solemnity of 
che past seemed to hang over the building still, 
in spite of the flowers that made the gardens one 
blage of colour, and the creepers that clung’ so 
readily to the rough grey stone of the walle, and 
some of the gloom of the past, or the present, 
hung over the proud possessor of all these wide 
acres which stretched over the sunny valley to 
the borders of the forest, over week and hill, 
purple heath and golden cori—a gloom which 
seamed thoroughly out of place In @ young un- 
married man, whose struggles and difiiculties 
were over before the prime of life had 

Klora gaged long at the beautiful landscape, 
the sparkling waters, the forest trees rising itke 
green waves fn a leafy ocean one behind the 
other, the stately home enshrined by the tall 
straight firs and feathery larches, and then she 
sighed, 


** To seems eo hard jhat.all this beautifal place 
cannot make you happy,” she avewered, looking 
up foto his face with fofinfte pity ehining oud 
from ander her thick lashes. How Jenny and 
Eoa!ly and half the world would have laughed ab 
the idea of pitying the rich baronet ! 

” No, it cau’s, and you are the only person who 
guess ft, i’m not made for a country-life, I 
fancy it dosan't come natarally to me to take an 
interest in cabbages and mangold-wurzel, to talk 
knowlagly about fat pigs, or to settle which pas- 
ture is better for sheep, Sometimes 1 thiok I 
shall throw op the whole concern, establish 
Mitchell fn the Abbey, and go abroad ; and then 
people lec me aboub my tenante, and tell me 
St fs my daty to look after them, as if Mitchell 
oat understand that sort of thing much batter 
thsn J.” 

“Don't you think péople grow to’ love their 
roaster?” said Flora, softly, “ whilst they only 
fear a eteward.” - 

" They may, but if I stayed til] my halr grew 
white they wouldn't care a straw for me, 1 have 
no delusions about myself, I’m not the sort of 
fellow out of which a devoted fenantry could 
meke an {deal landlord, Thornton, with his red 
face and jolly laugh, understande the sort of 
dodge, and would take their hearts by storm ; 
bot pab up a dry sttck fo my place,” pointing to 
& blighted fir which tad ‘lost’ nearly all {ts 
branches, “ and they will learn to Ife it quite as 
much as me,” 

“T don't with you |” her heart softentpg 
ae she guessed the bitterness in hia; “the max 
who can risk his own Ife to save a stranger's, and 
withont a moment’s bésitatfon, fs something 
better than a dry stick,” 

**Tae man who didn’t would be a miserable 
ee man who did only won dislike fur his 
pains, x \ 

* How can yon say 20.4” 

“TI can ssy so, drawing himself up with a 
slight frown, ‘* because {bis the truth,” 

“Tb fe not, I swear ft fen"t !’”’ her eyes abiining, 
her cheeks flashing. “ Enetace thinks thera Is 
no one like you. Look how'he stays on at the 





Abbey, when he never wanted to be away from 
me before |” 

" Stays on because I begged him not to desert 
me. Novelty counts for much in a boy’s friend- 
ships, I possess that charm at least for the 
whole neighbourhood,” with a bitter smile. 

 Eaatace is not like that, He has made you 
his hero, not becanse you are new, but because 
he appreciates you.” 

Sir Basil took off his bat, and made a low 


bow, whilst the dark mood seemed to fiy at her 


words, 

And you, you say nothing of yourself,” his 
eyes softening. 

**T look upon you as the best friend that girl 
ever had, That fsn’t saying much,” she added, 
hastily, as. she saw the joy in his face, “for I've 
gob ao few,” 

“Thank beayen you have!” with all his heart. 
“T wish to Heaven you had only one, that. ore 
myezelf.” 


“Very greedy of you,” trying to speak lightly |. 


at she turned away, and began to descend the 
hill. “I don’t see why you shouldn't be satlefied 
ab being the best |” 

“TI onght,” he confessed; “but somehow 
you make me more grasping than I ever was 
before,” 

“I don’s like grasping people,” still pursuing 
her way aba rapid pace; ‘‘ whatever they want 
they must have, end they don’t care a bit what 
they do to get it.” . 

Sir Basll did not answer, and pressuily pat her 
into the carriage without a word, leaving her to 
apologise to Hustace for thelr long delay, and to 
dilate on the beauties of the view. His silence 
lasted so long that be acted like a wet blanket on 
the others, and conversation flagged. 

Becoming conscious of this, as they drew near 
to the Firs, he ronesed himself with a great effort, 
and spoke to Flora about something in the dis- 
tauce with eo sweet a smile that her brother was 
quite reassured, A few mioutes later, as they 
turned a corner In a leafy lane where the boughs 
met overhead, avd made a delicous twilight of 
the splendour of a day in Jane, they came upon 
Mr, Philip Fane lounging on the bank in close 
confabulation with aman who looked like a 
Londoner of the lower grade. 

As he recognised Flora he shot an astonished 
glance ab the lovely face, which made ft crimson 
with displeaeure, and looked 
with  pecalfar smile that was almost aaneer, 
Sir Basil returned the look with a frown, and 
fixed his eyes on Fane's companion; who fo -his 
turn shrank into the hedge as far as he could in 
order to sscape observation, 

“Whet a queer looking fellow!" excialmed 
Eastace, wm ter the pair with sadden cari- 
osity, “He like a sharper or a blackleg. I 
wae where your cousia can have picked him 
up ” 

“Philip has all sorts of strange acquaintances,” 
aald Sir Basil, thoughtfally, as if the man’s face 
bad given bim subject for reflection» “ You see 
he is 6 barrister like myself, and practice at the 
Oid Bailey brings you into contact with many 
raffians,” 

“Tehou!d have thought Mr. Fane was too much 
of  fiae goutleman for that sort of thing,” ssid 
Eustace, who front his enforced Idlences exercled 
his powers of ob#ervation to an unusual extent 
on fellow-creatures, 

“Nobody kuows what Phiilpts, . Hs never is 
what he seems to be,. He is always acting a 


“You don’t like bint ?”’ 

“Tam not enthastastic abouts him,” with o 
smile 5 **{t ts such a bore to be obliged to read a 
feliow backwards; to take tt for granted if he 
says that he’s glad that be mmst be worry, and 
vice versd, If he says’ that he is golog fishing I 
searcely expect him to take his rod; sud what- 
ever he does I speculate about bis motive,” 

“ What a detestable man | I beg your pardon” 
and Flora ‘blushed. ‘I forgoh he was your 
cousin.” 

He lg not detestable, but {6 fa my fanlt if you 
think him so. [had no right fo ‘expose his 
fatilts for the pablic benefit, but in this case, 
like Philip himself, I had a motive,” and Sir 


back at his conein |, 





Baastl's eyes rested moditatively on the fatr young 
face just opposite to him. 

‘Very kind of you, You didn’t want uz to be 
taken [n, and perhaps you knew as I dfd,” wiih 
& knowing nod, ** that Filo is easily gammoned.” 

“' Nothing of the sort |’ she cried indignantly, 
Wri has ever taken me in, and nobody eve: 

j 

* Don’t be too sure,” sald Sir Basil, gravely 
'* Pride, we are told, goes before & fall,’’ 

She thought of his words tn the after days, 
when pride was lowered, and faith was gone, but 
they did not make much impreisfon on her now, 
as pe drove in at eh gee of rete her 
guardian came out on steps to greet : 

“Iwas josh going to send the ‘police after 
you,” he said, with his’ cheery laugh ; “ but you 
are home in thme to save tis both a scolding. 
How well Eastace is locking! He does credld to 
your care, Sir Basil ; but when are we to expect 
lim back 1” 


me,” - 

“I -miss him rather,” sald Flors, gently, as she 
alipped her hand inside her guardian’s arm. 

fie You know wets to find a ee, 

and eurely, now that my aunt fs staying me 
you need ‘not avold us as if we had the plague!” 

“No, if Eustace wauts me I'll come, Good- 
bye, and thank you very much,” 

The words were to Sir Basfl, but the last look 
was given to hér brother, 


CHAPTER XIV. 


To ssy that Mes. Willoughby was cross, to 
say that her two daughters were rabidly jealous, 
to say that life was made particularly uncom- 
fortable ~ — Trevanion a ne next few 
deys wou no on, yet 
three ladies were obliged. to 8 certain extent, to 
hold thelr tongues, 

Mr: Willoughby took upon hinwelf the whole 

‘ty of the drive, so they were obliged 


4 


to put'up in comparative sllence with the mortt- 
need ot pepe Teno Flora was the eM 
of the at Firs necessary to Sir + 


when an invitation came to the Abbey, 

st nobody could have exactly complained of 

a gentleman cotaing in at » gate who seemed to 
have gone away quicker than he came. 

Ponto knew of the trangufl quarter of au hour 
Mc. Frank Rivers bad spent on the green sward 
at Miss Trevanton’s feet, but he was too well- 
bred a dog to betray a girl's confidence, and 
Jeuny--the frate Jenny—kad nothing but con- 
jecture to go upon. Bat conj*ctare in her case 
was quite enough, If not far too much, and she 
raged inwardly at the thought that whilst she 


self, was quite glad to offer to carry a” 
the Rectory, which Mrs, Willoughby had 
the Winders. 
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“Mies Trevanion!” In astonishment ad 


fact that she should be found in a 


wed a few hundred yards from her home. 


She bent ber head, and would have passed on 
@ithout a word, only he had stopped straight io 


front of her, 
‘| Allow me to carry that book for you 1” 


"Thank you, but we are nob golng the same 


sy,” looking beyond him, but not at him, 


“Bat we shall belf I turn round,” stretching 


out hia hand for ft, 
* T have promised to take it to the Ri: 
*'S> you shall, need not make # 
of burden of 
of It. et 


In order to avoldeetruggle she leb.ge: of It, 
but as soon as ft wasio his hand and ont of hers 


ghe tarned round, Se 
“Now,” ehe sald, with a defiant: bow, 


leave you to take ft as you insist, Good after. 


noon,” , 


She want a few paces before he recover 
from his amazement, then he hurried after-her, 
*‘No, Miss Trevanion, I offered to carry it-for 


gou, not for the old lady at the Rectory.” 


"I¢ has nothing to do with ine,” prondly. 


‘Mca, Willough) 
of mine to Mrs, der, 


sends ft. by your hands instead 


“Bat I decline ; Mrs, Winder I don’t kaow 
from Adam—or Eve, perhaps, I had better aay, 
and I don’t care a straw about providing food for 


her mind 1!” 
* Then give {t back to me,” 


‘No, I will carry the book to. the gate, but no 


farther.” 


“Then you won's carry ft at all!” her eyee 
fiwhirg defiance under the lace edge of her large 


parasol, 


~ “Exomse me, I have set my heart on ff, and I 


have never been beaten by a woman,” 


down Into her face with an impertubable emile, 


which rarely boded good to man or woman. 


“Bat you may be by a girl,” and she walked 


on with her round chin In the alr, and 
resolate face turned homewards, 


her 


Philip Fane bit his Mp, and inwardly cursed 


hero »  Hefels 
of him, but 
be no ‘ezouse for a quarrel between them,: 


it she hed made 
‘wae determined tha’ 


fool 


> there shonld 


therefore hid Fa Sav 20 gpa could, 


hat, bowed low as he placed 


“Nothing of the sort,” she sald, indignantly. 


“Tema if, and I don’ 
no op ema 

* So.long-av you count me.for a friend I don’t 
care,” hewald; witha amile,, ~ . C 


** Indeed you and J am not dikely to for, 
it, Sciall mercies thankfally-receieed, “and, wish 
@ mocking look and a sevond: bow, he walked off, 
ieaviog:her to wonder if she had been boo rutle, 


people’s business. her own ; ‘bnb her hus- 
band, @. gentleman! » man with a pale, 

dace, that . shad euch a 
large heart that she. could take in the whole 


daughter 
with her, and: she kissed her Santas 
to 


cheek, with a “attached 
klesea, 


i 


thought of Instead of elegance, “and tell me all. 
ve an 


the news. Ibfssnch s comfort to 


™ 
= 


& 


rere “No, Ba 





the Abbey? I thought you two were like th 
Stamese twins?" a rae 
And s0 we were,” her pretty lips poutt 
because the Rector’s wits alladed to her me 
ce; ‘but Eustace fs so happy up at the 
4 ae, a we Nags get him away,” 
ex very usefal as a magnet,” 
plaching the girl's — nag * Now, tell me, 
you upiand see e day of the 
week?” 7 duis 7 y 
“ein't'do that,” looking down at the 


2 


i 


eS Ob, yot otin'h, ‘ean’ 0! you) The next thin 
on the road,” taking hold} E-whall hear will-be that youare staying ab abe 
é, ‘ ip Fane,” .. 


Abbey with Mrs. ‘Phill 


home, He must like moevbetter: than a man 
whom he has only known “for a few wooks,” 
seokiag a lebanens madera klod face appeal- 
ee 
; oe naan no pens i that,” ase 
promptly ; y tay dear, itfs a pleasant change 
for Aim, and Idon’s think you ought to grudge 
fe tilm. As to yourself, {t's quite another thing. 
Old friends are best; don’t desert them for a 


stranger. 

I shouldn't think of euch a thing,” blushiog 
tothe roots of her hale. ‘' But Sir Basil saved 
Eastace’s life, and mine, too,” she added, as If 
the lastwere not of the same consequence. 

§ Yes, my dear, and.according to the old adage 
he ought to avold you both like polson, for you 
are bound to do him an ipjary, You won't bs 
offended if I give. you « littie word of advice.” 

“No, that I won't. I never mind what you 
say to me,” her hand affectionately. 

“Don't have too much to do with him,” 
alnking her voice to a mysterious whizper. "' There 
{fs something about him that I don’t trast. and 
something inside him that I can’t make out, Now, 
what was the meaning of that placard? So very 
odd, you know—there mast be some motive Inu 
the background. After five yeara’ silence to break 
out like that!” 

"Yes; bat I think he had nothiog to do with 
it,” sald Fiora, esgerly, ready enough to cham- 
plon him now that he was attacked, thongh she 

held her tongne when he was landed 
to the skles ;“ but tf he had it was only very 
right of bim to wish to avenge his coueln’s 
death, Really, if you knew him better you would 
find out how kind and considerate he is for every- 
body. He has the nobleet: heart io the world, 
and it fs a shame that no ons seems to give him 
ereditfor it,” ' 
Lae hae tapped the carpet with. her 


“Very pretty, my dear! I'm only thankfal 
that he can’t hear you. For Heaven’s sake, take 
care! You are far too good to be trusted te the 
first stranger that burns ap,” 

“Tf you, talk like that I'll go. © Why can’t 
he be my-friend, and nothing else!” standing 
ap. . 
“* Because men are made of flesh and blood. 
Don's go. Stay to ten, and Edgar shali walk back 
with you.” oo i a 

Fiora shook her head with & smile, 

He must; .there’s an odd-looking man 
about.” 

* He won't hurt me, Good-bye.” 

* No, ba tide ey I believe Sir Bast! 's round 


the corner,” laughingly. 

“Then I mustn’t keep him )” and with 
osama ages eves ber shoulder she ran away, 
determined not to iicur Emily’s displeasure by 
accepting the escort of “her own especial young 
man,” : 


OHAPTER XY, 


ade on : Ale eracwrye a tebe haa 

; own at er hand, 

jast dropped. into by Sir Basil Fane, -before he 

rode away; *‘ that be the kindest gentieman that 

ever When»you tell bim of a psck of 

troubles. ion verenenpnaens See but 
Was @ woman, and 


L oaty 


2. ia 
the only 








“No, that you wou'ty Bustace must vows | 


-eotnfort or advice, with ng | J 
apt” : 








blessed thing that’s open about him!” rejoined 
a neighbour, with a laugh, av ehe looked after 
him over the edge of her smell gaits, He 
knows how to keep his mouth shut when 
there’s curious folk about, and how to cat a 
body short when he don’t want to answer a 
question.” 

“More shame to them as has the lmpudenes 
to worrlt him, Sakes alive! If a gentleman 
-+s right down gentleman—mayn’t keep hia 
affairs to his self without. being picked to 
pleces, I wonder what the world’s coming te!” 
and, huggiog her beby to her breast, she went 
tadoors, and flang the door to behind her, as a 
gemonetration, 

Str Basilwas doinghis bast to work up to a 
young gies (deal of a model lendlord, bat ba 
found {hworse than any, dradgery at the bar, 

Findlog that he would: listen to them, every 
woman In the parish. thought she had a right to 
pour Into his ear every grievance that she had 
ever suffzred from, no matter if it were of many 
yeare’ standing; and the steward was in despair 
a> the constant orders he had to zee that auch- 
and-euch a job waa done for people who had reali 
enough money to do it for themselves. 

He shock his head, and awore that the baronet 
would be ruined before ten years were over his 
head; but Sie Basil gave him to anderstand 
that he cared) for his tenants’ bappiness and 
well-being, aud not one rap for amasing » 
fortune. 

" Painok of those that will come after,” urged 
Mitchell, with reapectial ontreaty 

“No, L'il leave that for Mr, Pailip,” said Sie 
Basil, sternly. 

‘‘Lor! sir! I hope he'll never be master 
here! The days of comfort will be over,” 

" Make the best of them, go long as they last— 
that’s my advice to you,” as ha tled ups roll of 

per with a atring. 

“ Bat, begglog your pardon, sir,” twisting his 
hat round, and gstticg very red In the face, 
** ain't there enough pretty young ladies in the 
place for you to take your choles?” 

“Enough snd to spare. But I don’t happeo 
to be a marrying man,” §> eaying, Sir Basil 
gave his steward a nod of dismissal, locked up 
his desk, and went out fora ride. | - 

Note marrying man! If the gossips in the 
place had only heard him ; if Mrs, Willoaghby 
and both her girls had only had an inkling of I, 
there might have been more .pesce for the 
feminine hearts of the neighbourhood. 

No, hie would never marry, though he knew 
one pair of dark eyes which tempted bim almost 
beyond the power of realstance, 

He would do all in his power to make the 

1 bis friend, {nsenalbly to mould her will to 

and draw her into the habit of a swees 
dependencs, 

Firat, by the exercise of strong eelf-constrain®, 
he must win her confidence, and overcome her 
shyness, then he must gradually slfp into the 
part of adviser and confidant. After that, with 
Eastace fa his hands as a powerfal factor, what 
could prevent his life being sunred and beantified 
by the sweetest platonic friendship that the hears 
of the ancient heathen could devise } 

His own conscience might havo answered 
“ Framan weakness,” as he rode on over the 
plastic turf, under the ahade of ancient beeches, 
which were only less old than the proud snd 
stainless name that he bore, through the young 
bracken in ite tender green, where the deer were 
trying to finda shelter for their noble antlered 
heads. 

It appeared « beautifal world to him that day 
and everything that the heart of man delighted 
in seemed to be within his reach, 

He saw himself looked up to by bis tenants, 
honoured and respected by his neighbours, » 
power ‘of some consideration in the land of his 
ancestors, strong to help, strong to resist, strong 

if weed ‘be to standalone, or to win 
others to stand by him. 
~ He had riches, he hed tion, he had every- 
h<for except o- glitl's 
friendship, It had been promised him, . bus 
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“] WAS JUST THINKING OF YOU!” HE SAID, AS HE DISMOUNTED, 


Others would try to win her away from hin— 
Young Rivers, and a tribe of unknown eligibles 
im the future. Would she stand firm, always 
with one hand clasped in his, always with one 
corner cf her priceless heart reserved for him 
alone ? 

On the answer to that question he felt that 
the happiness of his life depended, and he knew 
by the knowledge that comes to all when the 
golden days of thoughtless youth are past, that 
&@ man who risks hie all in one frail craft is likely 
to lose his all in one night’s storm. 

There was s smile on his lips as he rode 
through the park and out by a side gate which 
led tote a lane. Here in the outeide world he 
felt that at any moment he might catch sight of 
the gir] whom he had madly raised inte an !dol, 
and that gave a new brightness to the sun, a new 
beauty to the tangled hedgerowe, Ib also gave 
him patience to listen to Martha Jameson's 
tale of wos without one sign of restless inatten- 
tion, and when he wenton a little further he 
was rewarded by the sight of a silver grey akirt, 
soft fu colour as a dove’s wing, and a white- 
plumed hat that shaded the sweetest face in 
Hampshire. 

“Iwas jast thinking of you,” he sald, in all 
eincerity, as he dismounted, and held her hand 
for one long minute in his, ‘I’ve disgusted 
Mitche!! beyond all recovery by telling him that 
I'm not a marryivg mar. Do you think ib 
dreadful of me to proclaim such a creed in a land 
of pretty girls ke this!” j 

“ Very wise,” she said, with a smile, as her 
long lsshes drooped over her blushing cheeks, 
“Tp may save a few people from Indulgiog fa 
vain hopes,” 

“IT bope [b will do something more for me than 
that,” he sald, gravely, ‘ Won’s {b take all ehy- 
ness from our future Interesurse ff you learn 
betimes to look upen me as an elder brother— 
nothing more, and nothing less }” 

" Oh, yee,” and & light came Into her eyes such 
as he had never seen before. “I would thank 





Heaven from the bottom of my heart for giving 
me such s brother as you |” 

A wave of emotion passed over his face, but by 
a violent effort he contrived to keep hie voice 
steady. e 

“Then you won’t be always fighting against 
me in the fature? You will give in sometimes 
when I ask you!” 

“That I will!” she sald, heartily. “Ib was 
all nonsense that made me so obstinate ; it will 
be quite different now,” 

‘There will be nothing between us now?” he 
sald, in a low volce, 

* Nothing,” she answered, promptly. 

“ Nothiog at all?” he repeated. “No foolish 
prejudices, no idle conventionalities! You will 
ecme to me just as if my name were Trevanion— 
Basil Trevanion, your elder brother }” 

" Yes,” she assented, softly. 

“ And in course of time you will learn to love 
me like another Eustace?” looking down into 
her face as if he would read her very soul, 

** Tn course of time, perhaps,” playlog with the 
tassel of her parasol, and feellog as if an iron 
hand prevented her from raisiug her eyes. 

“And you will call me Basil?” coming very 
close to her, till the edge of her parascl knocked 
against his shoalder. 

“Perhaps,” she sald, shyly, wishing hervelf 
back at the Firs, because her heart wae beating 
so unmanageably. 

“ And you will come to my house just as ff ft 
were your own?” 

“ Bao I couldn’t,” opening wide her syes. 

“Bat you can, so long as my aunt is with 
me!” emiling at her astonishment. 

‘* Ah, yes! bat she won't stay.” 

" Perhaps I shall keep her, and Eustace too,” 
lsughing’s little, 

“No, Eustace must come back, Promise 
me that,” lifting her eyes to his In earnest 


entreaty. 
“Vd promize you anything,” he said, graffly ; 
“ even to cut my throne if you wished it,” 





“Don’t do that. Now I mnst go, or my aunt 
will wonder what has become of me.” 

**T will walk down to the gate with you if you 
will allow me the honour. Soon, in the character 
of your brother, I shan’t ask permission, but take 
it for granted.” . 

‘* wish I could make you a Trevanion really, 
she sald, with a smile, as they walked along the 
road side by side; the herse k g@ pace with 
them, as Sir Basil had alung the over his 
arm. 

“Think of me as a Trevanion, and call me 
Basil for once,” bending low to look into her 
face: 


“ Sand me back my brother, and I'll call you 
anything you like,” the pink colour rising In her 


and nothing moré! Friendship Is the snare in 
which many pretty feeb are caught, but Fiors 
Trevanion was _ bepPy atage when credulity 
is the synonym of you 

Sir Basil Fane rode home that day happler 
than he had been for many years past. As he 
neared the private gate his herve shied at some- 
thiog that startled him, and it was only thanks 
to his rider’s good seat that he was not thrown in 
the dust. ‘ 

The “ ” was a yellow placard 
which flaunted right across the paling, with the 

t{— - 


“«Mourpen !” 
" Onze Tuovusanp Pocnps Rewarp |” 


at the top, It was not there when Sir Basil 
passed through earlier in the dey, but the hand 
of some enemy had placed it there now to cast 
the shadow of death across his rising hopes. 


(To be continued.) 
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CAN YOU BLAME HER? 


—10:— 
CHAPTER X 


SeMEWHERE in north-east Yorkshire, nob many 
miles from Whitby, stood Allerton Towers, the 
grand old seat of the Earls of Allerton. 

For centuries the estates had descended from 
father toson, Never had there been the want 
of a ducal heir, until the succession of the presend 


peer. 

Lord Allerton came to his honours late in life. 
He had been a widower many years, and opsnly 
announced that his nephew, a brave young 
soldier, would at his death become master of the 
Towers, 

Alas for human nature and the resolutions of 
elderly nobles | a wily housekeeper 
foflaence over the Earl that she induced him te 
marry her privately, and { 
a oa sae pledges of affection—a boy aud 

‘0 

Perhaps Lord Allerton felt a trifie ashamed of 
his infatuation ; perhaps he felt certain the new 
Countess would not be received by his friends, 
for he never proclaimed his marriage, 

It was only when his nephew thought of taking 
a bride and wished to know his exact position, 
that he might sa the curlosity of his beloved 
one’s parents, that 

There was a complete revolution at Allerton. 


The nephew went abroad, and died a» soldier's | en’ 


death ; the county turned their backs upon the 
Towers, and refused to associate with the ci- 
devant housekeeper 


Perhaps she was not so agreeable, now she 
had more to gain; perhaps she pulled 
the yoke a too closely, 

Lord Allerton was ently italy, end he began | 
to revolt. His eyes opened. Coertaln things {n 
his ek nones ee him as rather strange. 

alarmed, he placed hie domestic affairs 
in the hands of a lawyer, who promptly dls- 
covered that Lady 


Allertoh had no right to that 





omar awe * «.<-————— 


“ WELCOME HOME, MY DEAR!” sald THE OLD EARL. 


title, since she had been married to the butler | 


years before she gained the Larl’s notice; In 
point of fact, she was not—she had never been a 
countess ; and the children, known as Viscount 
Stuart and the Ladies Maude and Evangeline 
Stuart had no drop of the Stuarts’ blood in their 
veins, but were the son and davghters of the 
aforesald butler. 

The affair was a niue days’ wonder. The false 
countess and her progewy left the Towers, and 
the Earl, a little ashamed of his own credulity, 
went abroad. 

He stayed there two years, but he never pro- 
posed to another lady. He returned to the 
Towers a bachelor, ee noticed the worried 
expression he had during the reign of the 
supposed countesa was quite gone, and he seemed 
ten years younger. 

One trouble, and one trouble only, preyed 
upon his mind—he had no heir, Doubtless there 
were second or third cousins scattere@ somewhere 
on the face of the earth who at his death would 
struggle for his wealth and title ; but there was 
no one whom he knew as of his own blood whom 
he could adopt and think of as a son, 

“Tf Maxwell had only lived!” mourned the 
Earl to his old comrades. ' He was cut out for an 
English noble. It would have been like having 
son of my own to come afcer me,” 

You'd better marry,” returned the comrade, 

quite et the disasters 
which had attended the 
the married state. 

“Nol” thandered Lord Allerton. “I’ve had 
enough of that! I would not marry now if I 
knew a chimney-sweep were to come after me.” 
ee Lord Allerton lived at the Towers; 

da very real regret for his nephew 
and frequent lamentations respecting hia heirlecs 
condition, he really passed a very happy life. 

When the African war was over and ite heroes 
had returned to Eogland he went up to see his 
boy’s officers, and then he learned a plece of news 
which very mach surprised him. 

“Maxwell was married,” asserted Colonel 


l’e late attempt at 








Delaval. “Don’t look en electrified, my dear 
Lord Allerton, I assure you It’s the simple 
trath.” 

“ Bat why didn’t he tell me! How on earth 
did he keep his wife '”’ 

“Th’'s a ead story. Ib was at the time your 
domestic feliclby had just been made public, Of 
course no father would have given his daughter 
to the csptain of a marching regiment. They 
sloped. Max went to the war, and she went 
home to her parente.” 

** And he told you thie ?”” 

“ When he was dying. I think !t lay heavy at 
his heart that he had left his wife in such a 
terrible position, She was living at home az an 
unmarried girl. He had made her promise not 
bo reveal her marriage. When he knew that he 
was dying, that he never could go back to her, 
his remorse was fearful. He had her fate 
before him, If, as he believed, she became the 
a of his child, what would become of 

er | 

“He might have applied to me,” said Lord 
Allerton, stiffly. ‘I would have loved the poor 
young creature as 6 daughter.” 

“Twas on the spot, I suppose it was easier 
to speak than write. I promised him to write 
to my wife in England, and commend his poor 
young widow to her. Alas for human promises} 

was struck down by bullet before the night 
was over, I was in hospital for weeks, sod 
when I could take up a pen, and write to the 
poor girl giving her my wife's address, I felo ft 
was too late—that she would never recelye my 
letter,” 

‘* And did she?" 

“No ; I wrote to Miss Brown, Atherstone Puat- 
office, Red Cross, Kent, but I felt the name was 
sn assumed one, It was no surprise to me when 
the letter came back to me through the dead 
letter office. When I came to England I went to 
Atherstone, bat the old deaf crone at the poat- 
ffice could give me no information, beyond that 
& very pretty girl fetched the letters, and seemed 
heart-broken when there were none, It's a 





eg Se ee 


os 


— 
sehen ees 


= 









“ a "2 as £ 
PhS UIP RS es 


ae ge ee 


eae ee Cet 


tance es a 


oa 


= 





WE ARTI ATED: RS EE PON EF ee 
9 


Sa ee ee: Se Bet an pues cetie adh aided Sot SR aror pees 


an 





eS ee ee 




























“ Gace e 
PARTS Coote AS 


Aenea eet 


Part até 
oe 


ory 


Kae 


Pp wre 
Erg tk 


re 
itt Sapth« 


Ave 








© 


- 


06 


THE LONDON BEADER. 


June 9, 1900, 








- strange story, Lord Allerton. I've had it fa my 
mind to write to you more than once, bud I 
thought we were sure to meet some day, and the 
delay mattered little.” 

** Max has been dead nearly three years.” 

“Aye, The child, if there was one, would be 
born in the summer of reventy-nine.” 

* Aad is my heir,” 

" UVadoubtediy ; but you have to find him, and 
46 fe s delicate matter. I fear ff your search were 
mada pubife a dozsn young widows would come 
forward claiming to be Maxwell’s widow, and 
having children of the required age,” 

* And we have no clue,” 

“Yes! He always wore a locket containing 
- her photograph. It was buried with him at bis 
desire, but I should know the face it contained 
amongst a hundred. Is was the loveliest I ever 
aaw,” 

Lord Allerton looked bewildered, 

“ Bat there {fe nothing to go upon,” 

“Nothing, save that they were married-and 
parted within a week ; alsoehe must have heen 
Uving within a walk of Atheratone, but Ather- 
atone fs only seven miles from a marke town, 
with fifteen thousand Inhabitants, so that is mob 
much gaide,”’ 

What do you advice me to do?” 


“Keep your eyes and eara open. Toll these 


particulars to some clever detective and det 
him do his 
youreelf,” . 


4 


hs 


best, but don’t stir In the matter 


This conversation took place In the summer 


following Hyacinth Carlyle's exile from home) 

Lord Allerton went back to the Towers; and 
Colonel Delaval established himself at Ventnor, 
whose warm climate particularly recommended 
iteelf to the invalided soldier, 

Tenly 1b was no mere chance which tok him 
there, but the Influences of fate. 

The first night he was there, sitting at the 
window In Idle, seaside fashion, he became ac- 
quainted with his next-door neighbour, a mafden 
lady of the name of Johnson, and her little 
nephew. 

Fond of children, Colonel Delaval soon made 
friends with the noble boy, and after taking him 
on his knee and caressing him there came the 
question, — 

" What is your name, my child!” 

* Max,” 

Max!” repeated the Oolonel to himwelf; 
**and are your parents down here ?” 

: The old Indy looked troubled at the ques- 
tion. 

The boy shook his head donbtfally, and she 
sald with a sigh,— 

-'' He is an orphan, sir, His father died a soldier's 
death before Max was born.” 

Colonel Delaval started; 

** Madam, would you allow me a faw momenta’ 
conversation with you! I believe I havs some- 
thing of great importance to communicate.” 

Miss Johneon shook her head, 

‘You mean kindly, eir. No doubt you wish 
to speak to me of the claim the boy has upon the 
State ae a soldier’s orphan, but little Max needs 
nothing from strangers, He fs the only child 
of one [ loved as-—2a« 5 daughter, and when I die 
{ shall leave him all I have,” 

Bat Colonel Delaval persisted tn his request, 
and so, a little surprieed at his persistency, the 
spinster agreed to receive him the next morning 
fn her little drawing-room. 

‘'T should like you to be there,” she aald to 
Lady Hyacinth. ‘Iam sure Colonel Delaval 
has something to say to me about Max, and you 

ought to hear it." 

So Hyacinth stayed. 

Qolonel Delaval started ‘as he recognised the 
lovely face he bad firat eeen in Captain Stuart’s 
locket ; bat oh | how changed, how altered ! 

*' She looks lke one whose heart ts broken,” he 
thought to himself, “I suppose her happiness 
lies burled In Maxwell’s grave.” 

Miss Johnson presented her darling to the 
stranger in due form as Lady Hyacinth Carlyle. 

** Sir John fs travelling on the Contiteot, and 
in hie absence his wife cheers my loneliness. Sir, 
may I ask the natdre of your communication 
: vespecting the little boy?” 

*J belleve him to be the hefr of one of Enag- 


” 


land’s noblest families, I believe, Miss Johnson, 
that his father was a fellow officer of my own— 
one I Joved and trusted, whose eyes I closed.” 

Hyacinth was trembling from head to foot. 

Ee ‘% ” went on the Colonel, 
“ My friend was Maxwell Stuart, this boy’s name 
is Max. Stuart's child fs over two years old.” 

Miss Johnson looked st Hyacinth. 

The mother, who had Never dared to claim 
her ehild, who might not receive the holisat title 
earth knows from his baby’ tips, turned to Colonel! 
Deiaval, u¥e 

* And éven {f he were*tlie son of Maxwell 
S*iarty what then |” Heo 
© “Hig would be the bre 

“Al ‘the helt’ of 


uephew of Francis 
‘Esti 


“one of the richest’ 


Confided his marriage to? mie, and merto 
befriend his wife, and, fe might be, higrehfld, 
Ales! after months of: illness, “E*trecovered 
sufitiéntly to write to Atherstone post-office. 
My letter was-returned to me unopemed. She to 
whown It-was addreseed had*fett ‘the pisee.” 

a rose-and fixed her beautiful eyes 
upon the stranger's f a 
ee" You*are « gah dil ‘mde soldier,” she 
breathed. “Can I trast your #’*» 

“TL willregard your confidenea as sacred ; but, 
Lady Hyaclath, L know the secret you would tell 
‘me, The moment I saw your-face’E a 
ft for thé eime fo S:unrt'sdoeket, w was 


buried with blm, One feele strange convictions 
sometimes, “Edo not atl fer proofs—something 
within’ me “ells metlat you are: Maxwell 
boy Max in your son 


Stuart's widow, that the 
arid hia.” ie , 

The tears'rolled slowly Gown her cheeké, 

“T would nob Alstrewd-you for worlds,” esfd 
the soldier, with respectful sympathy. “Lady 
Hyscintb, why should you mourn the discovery 
of your secret! To many minds it would be a 
title of honour that they were Maxwell Stuart’s 
widow. 

“ You don’t understand,” 

The Colonel looked helpless. 

“Trast me,” he pleaded, “I was your hus- 
band’s friend-—-I want to serve his wife and 

“TY loved hior dearly,” sald Hyatinth, “ bat 
I waa so young, almost a child, aud-——” 

“And you accepted another enftor? My 
dear, is Was not natural at eighteen that you 
should spend your whole fatare in sorrow. I 
hope Sir John Carlyle prizes the treasure he has 
won,” 

It was Mlss Johnson who explained all—all 
she knew, thatfs. It never dawned on her, or 
anyone else, to guess the Baronet doubted his 
wife's fires marrisge, 

Colonel Delaval Iletened with angry attention, 

" He muet be mad,” 

Hyacinth shook her head, 

‘* He fs only angry at my dece!t.” 

“ Bat——” 

“He will never forgive me while he lives, Ob! 
Colonel Delaval, I have lost them both, My 
hugband has decreed that for all time we shall be 
strangers, and yet he will not suffer me to own 
my child.” 

rf You must own him, Lady Hyacinth He 
must be acknowledged as the heir of Allerton.” 

She shook her head. 

“Teannot.” 

‘* My dear, think of your boy’s future.” 

I cannot,” repeated Hyacinth. “FE can only 
think of my husband: Oh! Colonel Dalaysl, 
why can’t I die?—that would solve all diffi- 
culties, Str John would be free ‘to marry agaio, 
and Max would be fn his proper place.” 

The Colonel looked at her-pltifally—shq was 
so young, so falr to see. It seemed ‘to him 
monstrous that her whole life should be wrecked. 

**T am old enough to be your father,” he sald, 
gently, “Will you try to think I am in Lord 
Norman’s place, and auewer me & few ques- 
tons?’ 


** Willingly.” 
“Your parents knew nothing “of your first 
marriage, | imagine 7" 


" Nothing.” 
"Then when Sir John made you his wife In 





eutabée In Yorkshire, Upon his death-bed Stuart} 





what name did the ceremony take place? how 


did you sign the register? how were you 
doseribed In the license /” 

She flashed. 

* As Hyacinth Norman, spluster, I algned the 
same, I knew fb was wrong, but I thought ti 
would not matter—no one would ever kuow.” 

“There are no children of your second mar. 

*"Phank Heaven.” Then 


we J her. startled 
face, “My dear, I have a thing to teil 
ou, We. Nl oa John’s wife, you never 
ve b of your’ knowingly letting 
Gelleve, p Ripe tor ody le 
‘ marriage null: yold,”’ 
ERS war vot suffictint lawyer tobe sure of this, 
‘but fe'waw kin betief;** - 

“ Then We is freete" 

“TO my mind he fy" 
to repalr the mistake ag 

“No,” she sald, gentl 
whay I longed to be able t 
acoepfwch 0 reetonn:* | 

p ich & om,” 

Hyacinth sighed, ae: 

'* Taen nothing cat free bhiiBht my-death *” 

te = a ery — to the 
neglected at @ purest, 
most unsél@ji love, She MieW her faithfu! 
friend shd benefactrest and surely 
dying of aii ‘ficurnbleWiteliial dischse, The 
woman who had given her #o fiany things would 
nob refuse het one last boon; “*"* 

Hyacinth put out her handed clasped the 
Colonel's. 

" You were omg 7 momen By + onl you _ 

t my reqaest. Say no , meeting 
fo Lord. Allerton, I will think over things and 
let you know my deciaton.” 

Left alone she sat down In a low stool beside 
her old governess, and both erled bitterly. 

* Hyacinth, must you refuse? You and the 
little one might be the old Easrl’s petted 
children; you would be loved and cared for. 
Dear, don’t you know my days are numbered ! 
Who will care for Max and his mother when [ 
am gone 1” Aeris ' 

* Are you eure,” breathed Hyacinth, “ quite 
sure that nothing cap save you?” 

** Perfectly.” 

“You love me. You will nob be hurt at what 
Iam g to propose |” 

And then the scheme was arfolded, "They 
would leave Voutnor at once. They would go 
far away, aa Miss Johmeon and her nephew 
and Lady Hyacinth Carlyle; Only the dyiog 
woman should bear the Jatter name, only Sir 
John should belleve bis wife dead and his free- 
dom gained, 

“Tb .cannct burt “hint,” © sald ~ Hyacinth, 
feverishly, “ even if be chose another to bear 
my name and 4'l my place, alice our marriage 
was Ulegal, There would.bs no flaw in hers. 
She would bs his wite, and I-——”’ 

“My darling!” esid her kind old friend, 
© don’b you see you would be putting {5 out of 
hts power ever to be reconciled to you ?” 

You don’t know John as I do; bis word is 
fixed and changeless. ‘‘ He would neyer take me 
to his heart sgaly, never while he lived.” 

* And then, If this plan wete carried out-——” 

“Y should take the name I have néver really 
I should go to Lord Allerton ae hid 
nephew's widow. ‘Lady Hyecinth’ would be 
forgotten ; hencef Ishonlé be plain Mrs. 
Stuart, the mother of little Max. See, dear, it 
is the only way I could keep my boy. 

And fn a few-days Colonel Delaval learned 
their plan and gave his sanction to {t. 

They went to Whitby, where Dr. Warburton 
Was once more . To him they told their 
story, and claimed his ald. 

He it was who suggested sending for the Eur! 
of Norman and his wife, who took care they 
should arrive too late, and who broke to them 
the fact that Miss Johnson “was too worn ont 
by sorrow to ses then.” 

He managed ev 3; and when the 
funeral was over, gtk gm and ths boy In 
his own carriags to ton Tower, 

Tae Evwl bad been warned of their coming. 


** Only one tn Heaven.” 


by @ solemn duty 
ad possible.” 

*"he Is free—tit is 
ive him.” 
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Qolonel Delaval had written mainly ia praise of 
Mrs, Stuart,” . 

’ Tye cartlficate of her marriage and of Maxwell's 
i ig testy ignored, that she had been 

Tao things ’ 

Lord Norman’s daughter, sod that another 
wedding-ring than Maxwell’s was on her finger. 

Great preparations had been made at the 
Towers for her reception, The servants, drawn 
np in long array, walted in the hall; not one of 
theni bat rejoleed at the coming of the Captain’s 
wife and child, 

He bad been dearly foved In “his boyhood’s 
home ; besides, history repeats iteelf, and the 
retainers had feared Lord Allerton, in his desire 
for an heir, might yed*again be lured into 
marriage with an adventures, ; 

Leaning on Dr, Warburton’s arm, leading her 
Httle child, Hyacinth entered the home which 
must ons day be her own, 

The old Earl caught both her hands fn bis and 
kissed her brow. 

“Weleome home, my dear! Why, what. s 
chfld you look 1 and how fil! Bab we'll soon set 
that to rights. And this fs the lMttle boy }” 

He took Max in hie arms, and showed him to 
ae vacoh. aw wal, dly, '* M 

y nep’ @ fon, y; ax: 
well Stuart; may he walk In tis father's foot- 
stepe. Iask you one and ail to treat this boy as 
though he were fn truth my child.:.He is my 
helr ; whenever I am called away the coronet of 
the Allertons must be hfe.” 

A cheer arose, the servants clustered forward 
to look at the little belr, the last scion of s noble 
race, the boy whore very belong Sir John. Carlyle 
considered a 
estat is ou it yea ait 

t t; one an » young old, 
heart to the sad, swect-faced Isdy 
a they knew now had been their favourite’s 
e. 


“The sweetest, falrest mistrees Allerton ever 
had!” proclaimed the old coachman, " Bat she’s 
her life in fretting for him 


Anne; one of these would please | es 
“TI like Queenie best.” sing 
"Tt ls so long since I heard it, the sound of it 

gp egy academy gets 

t) . 
“You speak as ff you were Methuselab, How 

old are you, my child t” 


their marriege, until the galeties of London were 
over. 

Positively Hyacinth knew no one in the great 
metropolis; she need fear no recognition from 
frlends: A host of titled people had come to her 
second wedding, but they would not rsuognlee 
her after that brief view. 

Trae, Colonel Dalaval had known her from 
her picture, but that photograph, taken in her 
neglected childhood, had always had something 
wistful in ite ex 

Oar heroine decided she might ran the gaunt- 
let of criticism fearlessly. Lord and Lady 
Norman were abroad, mo one else would be Ukely 
to notice aresemblance between Hyscinth Car- 
— a Ailerton’s ioe gg 
y truth,’ ‘was greatly changed. ® year 
| sinoe she left Toe Elme,-although fail of sorrow, 
had been absoiuiely free from presslog care or 
anxious fears. The tranquil life had-restored the 
bloom to her cheek, the brilliancy to her eye; 
the mouth was ead, though less sad thav in those 
months at Ventnor; mother-love had given a 
new sweetness and tenderness to the face, and 
since that grave had been placed In Whitby 
Churchyard, slece Sir. John was free to wed 
another wife, and his first love had lost that 
terrible remorse of ha wronged him, a strange 
peace was stamped upon her brow. 

‘You are sure to marry, my dear,” said the 
old Earl, fondly, when they were settled In 
Eaton-equare; “but you mast promise me one 
_, a while I live. Ib would 

losing over again to have to part 
from you and the boy,” 

** I will never leave you, uncle.” 

She kiesed him on the forehead. She 
loved him dearly, this old man who was eo fond 
of her, who treated her almost ae his own 


A noble duchess, 8 distant connection of Lord 
Allerton, was to present his niece. She had 
rather objected uutil she saw the young lady, 
then she was alacrity {teelf. 

* Anne will be the belle of the season,” she 
pronounced oracularly, ‘It eeems incredible she 
should bea widow.” 

» But the fact remained, and eo her Grace could 
not choose a débutante's attire of epotiess white, 
as would have been her wish ; but the Earl gave 
her carte blanche aa to expense, and a. Court 
milliner was so delighted with Mrs. Stoart’s face 
es to exercise her bezt skill, and the resalt wae 


charming. 

The old duchess had been right, Of all the 
beautifal women who curtseyed to Her 
, not one could compare with the young 


- Her pratee was in everyone's mouth, Royal lips 
delgned to epeak of her surpassing loveliness, and 
the Earl's triumph was complete. 

A'It dw like having a daughter of my own, 
because I am sure no one could enjoy your 
triumphs more. I feel proud of such a beautiful 
chatelaine for my old house, . 

Bat the world ab«large accepted the Earl's 
fnvitations greedily. Nay, they coveted these 
{nvitations as things greatly to be desired ; in a 

Mrs. Stuart was the fashion, and the 
names in Belgravia coveted her 
tance, 

she had been {fo soclety a month lovers 
had come and gone. Men with titles as old as 
Lord Allerton’s own had pleaded for his consent 
to address his niece. 

They never listened patiently to his statement 
of what he meant to give her; they told him 
with one voice she was a fortane in herself—they 
wanted no but her white hand, 

At first Lord Allerton carried. their 
to his darling, Ab first he honestly tried to 
ee her the advantages of some of them, 

6 the result was always the aame—a bitter ft 
of weeping, followed too often by hours of 


At last. the peer gave in ‘to her desire, aud 
promised she should be troubled by no more such 
proposals, She told him never while she lived 
would she take another husband. She was not 


i 


He 





ee eee 
life a misery, 





She went everywhore, no party was counted 
complete without her presence. When shedrove 
inthe Park with her Hitle boy, men vied with 
each other whose horee should go beside her 
carriage, 

At the opera, garden-partles, pienles, flower- 
shows, her face was acen, leaning on the old Earl's 
arm, a8 though she were {n very truth bis 


| daughter, 


Bat the child was not neglected. Little Mex 
waa his mother’s one great tie to life. For his 
sake only did she struggle with the burden of 
sorrow ever at her heart, for bis sake ehe did 
violence to ber fealings, 

Galety could not drown her sorrow, society 
could not make her forget the hueband who had 
neglected her ; but {t seomed to the girl to please 
hia by seeming to enjoy the galety which eur- 
rounded her was the one only return she could 
make to the old man who was £0 good to her. 

"You positively must dine with me next 
Taeaday,” sald the Dachess to Mrs. Stuart, ‘‘I 
have an inconsolable widower coming, and | want 
you to comfort him by the spell of your 
fascinations,”’ 

Her ilstener alghed. She was thinking of 
another widower, who certalnly wae not in- 
consolable, 

"Who is he }” 

The Dacheas of Carnegie smiled, 

"The richest commoner of the day. Surely 
you have beard of bim }” 

Hyacinth was allent, She had grown white to 
her very lips, She waited in an agony of doubt 
anti! the Dachess spoke again. 

‘J am almost forgetting. You are as inno- 
cent as a convent maid. I mean Sir John 
Garlyle. He ts the richest commoner in Eag- 
land. I don’t think angone quite knows how 
rich.” 

** And he fa 4 widower #” 

"Yes, It’s a most romantic story, He mar- 
ried a girl out of the schoolroom, avd wade his 
honeymoon last nearly a year. Then he brought 
her home, and they spent a few months at his 
lovely seat in Kent, but nothing prospered with 
them, ‘The child died, and the wife wend ont of 
her mind,” 

"How terrible!” bawildered at this strange 
version of her owa story, ‘' Bat are you quite 
eure?” 

“ Certain, my dear. Her hashand worshipped 
her. . He would never by any chance have gone 
abroad without her could he have kept her with 
him—he has been travelling half over the world, 
She died last. November ; but I suppose he conld 
not briog himself to face society while his grief 
wae still so fresh. He has been in England aboat 
two months, and has jaet come to town for the 
aeason.” 

"Ah! I euppose he has a town house } ” think- 
{ng of the noble mansion which had been re- 
furnished and decorated for herself, thongh fate 
had decreed she should never cross its threshold, 

“ Oh, dear, yor ; bus he has nob gone there. 
Ib fs @ huge place, abeurd for a single mau, Slr 
John has chambers in Clarges-streeb, end I 
expect he will spend a great deal of his time 
with as. Carnegle met him abroad, and they 
are the most devoted friends,” 

 Qarnegle” was her Grace’s sop, 4 young 
man of thirty, who, up to this time, had eteadlly 
refused to please the daughters of Belgravia by 
making hia mother a dowager, He wasa pleasant, 
easy-tempered young fellow, and Hyacinth had 
grown Intimate with him on the strength of 
thelr remote connection. 

When she blushed crimson at her Grace's 
words that lady aacribed her confusion to the 
mention of the young Duke. 

*'Then you will come on Tuesday!” repeated 
the Dachess, ‘‘ You know my rooms would lose 
thelr brightest ornament If you refused, and 
Carnegie would be diaconsolate.” ; 

" T hope not,” 

Her Grace starad at the young widow. 

‘* My dear Child, don’b pretend ignorance ; you 
must know that my boy has loss his head. [ 
have often wished he would marry ; but I think 
I am glad now he delayed. In all Eogiand I 
never saw a creature I desired more for & 
davghter-io-law than yourself,” 
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€ Pleaes don’t!" murmured Hyacinth. “ Ob, 
Dachees, why won't people understand! I shail 
never marry—never | gon to devote my life 
to Max.” 

Her Grace shook her head. 

“I know you say 80, bat I don’t = all despair 
of my son’s sucesss, you all the better, 
my dear, for your fidelity te the dead.” 

“¢ It is nos that,” and the girl put her slender 
hand confidingly into the matron’s. “ You must 
never thick that, I loved Maxwell dearly, but I 
have left off grieviog for his loss, - I would.not 
recall him if 1 could, only 1 have no thought of 
love or marriage, I mean to remain all my days 
jusd as I atm.” 

"You will come en Taesday} Remember, 
child, you don’t commit yourself tospending your 
life with Carnegle because you pass one evening 
at his house,” 

It was a great temptation. Hyacinth had 
never seen her husband since they parted in the 

ot thelr dead child. She had never 
his voice slace he spoke the ernel words 
which parted them for all time, Her very heart 
hangered for the sound of his voles. Her eyes 
leneed for one eight of hia face, and why should 
she not be gratified ? Sir John belleved his wife 
sleeping in a remote country churchyard. He 
had seen her grave. He would never dream of 
associating her with the brililant beauty with 
whose praise Belgravia rang. What conld Lord 
Allerton’s niece have io common with the girl 
he hed openly condemned as a disgrace to his 
nams, Of course he would eee a resemblance, 
would be struck by a passing likeness to the wife 
he had disowned, but there would be no danger 
of his suspecting her secret. 

She would see him—the man who had sworn 
at the altar to cherish her for all time, She 
would hear hfe volce, perhaps touch his hand. 
Ales! for poor Hyacinth. Toe very thought 
filled her with rapture--with happiness too great 
for utterance. 

She loved him, ah | how well! She knew long 
since that her girlhood’s hero, her soldier lover, 
her boy’s father, had been as nothing tc her 
compared to the man who had saved her from a 
cruel death, and made her his own in spite of 
all obstacles, who had cherished her as the 
treasure of his life until be knew she bad deceived 
him. 

To Hyacinth ft was always she that had 

She never blamed her husband. In her 
eyes he had only fulfilled his own words when 
he told ber, in the first hour of their engage- 
ment, he. could never brook a rival dead or 
living. 

Poor Hyacinth ! 

She went to her room very early on the 
Taeesday afternoon, and, seating herself at the 
mirror, looked at her own falr. image with more 
care than she had ever bestowed on it since the 
days when she used to deck herself to please Sir 
John’s fastidious taste. 

Then she was altered since thore days. 

Her beautiful hair had been shaved in that 
terrible fever, and from some fancy she had never 
let it grow long again. It clustered now in short 
silky curls all over her graceful head. Some 
strayed upon her white forehead. Her face was 
calmer, more in repose, than fp had been before, 
Hyacinth Carlyle had been nervous, excitable-— 
a creature of tears and emilee. 

The Honourable Mra, Stuart wae a dignified 
matron, deepite her youth, her girlish appearance, 
She had a nameless self-possession. She looked, 
as her Grace of Carnegie had declared, fib to be a 
duchess, 

Her mald came in to inquire her wishes, The 
girl had laid out a tollet of pink and white, bat 
her mistress moved it aside, 

‘*T must wear black to-night, Marie,” 

The servant stared, 

“Black, madame! Surely-——”’ 

No,” interrupted Hyacinth, “I must have 
black.” 

Marie searched fn the wardrobe, and declared 
there was nothing there of the objectionable 
shades—whites, ploks, greys, but no sfngie robe 
of black, Hyacinth rose herself. Toe whole 
wardrobe of the late Countess of Allerton, the 
wife of the Earl’s youth, had been placed at her 





dis poeal—the laces and els, the old brocade 
and fare, Orossing ae suas ae somal toa 


small apartment where most of these were atorad,. 


the great chest, and took out a costume 
of black velvet. She handed it to her mald. 

“* Madam!” exclaimed the A’ in dismay, 
"Ib will not fit. Ib will be old- . 

‘* Never mind, Marie; I have a fancy to wear 
it. Lord Allerton says I am jast his wife’s 
height. I daresay the fit won’s be bad,” 

There was no excuse for poor fe. She 
shook out the dress a little disdainfully, and 
proceeded to array her lady in {t, bat whet she 
had finished she was breathless with pleasure 
and surprise, 

None of the marvels purchased from Court 
milliners had ever suited Mrs. Stuart so well, 
She looked like some empress of the night. The 
maid took from a casket some diamond stars and 
fastened them in the soft hair, and then she sur- 
veyed her work with well-satiafied eyes, 

“I never saw you look so lovely, madam!” 
she exclaimed, respectfully. 

boy was t to re 
oe tear ho gon the Macks toeoroeen tw 
told her to wear that dress when pg went te 
Heaven, the angels would like it so, 

Hyacinth kissed the child with a sigh, and 
went out to the carriage ph her uncle’s rs. 

“ He will not know me,’ she thought to 
self. ‘' He will never guess that that thie brillian 
woman of fashion ie little Nan’s ae aga 

Little Nan. Ah! no mother who has lost 
a child ever forgets that loss. Hyacinth hed her 
firstborn, and yet she mourned for her little 
daughter, the child who had never lisped her 
name, whose baby fingers had so early been 
stilled for ever. 

**We are early,” remarked the Earl, “Is 
it . large party, because-———"’ 
pe ole do not know.” 

“ Given in honour of Sir John Carlyle, I un- 
aes It seems he is a friend of the Duke's.” 

‘ ‘ea.”” 

**T knew him well as a boy—a trifis fast, but 
his heart was always in the right place. He 
could not boast such an old descent, but he was 
ten times more of a man than Oarnegie.”’ 

“ How strange that you should know him!” 

“ Hardly, my dear. Your husband and he 
were sworn friends, Maxwell brought whom he 
liked to the Towerr, At onetime John Carlyle 
spent half the year with us,’ 

“ And you have lost eight of him.” 

‘He quarrelled with me sb the time of my— 
my mistake (so he always alluded to his own 
infatuation for the housekeeper). He was so 
fond of Max, you see, he resented the in- 


-jary to his prospects. I don’t suppose I have 


seen him for nearly four yeare. el), times are 
changed with us both. Poor Max fs dead, and 
Sir John, they say, is a widower.” 

Hyacinth wondered if the age of miracles were 
over-—her husband and her boy’s father friends ! 
Ah! but then Sir John had never stooped to 
inquire. the dead man’s name; if he bad maybe 
things would have been different. 

They reached Carnegie House In good time. 
His Grace came forward to receive them, and 
himself led Hyaciath to the drawing-room. All 
eyes were on them when they entered ; every- 
one of those assembled there knew the Duke's 
one desire was to make the fair woman on his 
arm his wife ; and not a few belleved that the 
matter would be definitely settled that night. 

Hyacinth took a seat near the Dachess, and 
then, to her intense relief, her bost was called 
away. 

Asin a dream she sat there watching the 
brilliant scene; as in a dream she noticed the 
familiar faces, and tried to make avswer to the 
remarks addressed to her; then suddenly her 
hearb-beate peo el last guest had arrived. 

She could not trust herself to speak; she 
played absently with her fav, glad of {ts pro- 
tection to shade her face, She knew by instinct 
that her husband had entered the room. 

Growing calmer she ventured to look up. Yes, 
there he stood, conversing with the Duchess, a 
ttle older, a little graver, but otherwise uc- 


changed. 





from fainting, 

not distinguish the 

words spoken to her; the room Iteelf seemed to 
have changed {n some wonderful way to the 
iaeataes at ane Eims, That awful scene seemed 


set Fa oe hand to hr bes i 
urmured one prayer to Heaven for 
ald, then her composure slowly returned. Ths 
crigls was ee | a wife, the be- 
reaved mother, had vanished, only the } beantifa!, 
fascinating widow remalued. Bt was bat jas 
in time; already the butler had announced 
dinner, and the Dachess was sianding before 
Hyacinth with a gentleman at ber elde. 

“Mre. Stuart, Sic John Carlyle—Sir John, 
Lord Allerton’s niece, the widow of your old 
friend, Maxwell Stuart.” 

And so, after months of parting, alter bitter 
heartaches, they met egain as strangers, 


(To be continued.) 
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EVER YOURS. 
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(Continued from page 200.) 


They both advanced ther, treading the fresh 
green of the grass beneath their feet to where 
Lord Gothard was. 

**T want you both to come with me,” he sald, 
and then he led the way to where the grounce 
of Castle Towers emerged on to the road, along 
which they proceeded until not far distant the 
church, around the battresses where the ivy 

came in view. . 
A few yards farther and were within the 
pretty churchyard iteelf, the carolling their 
re fbawwe, 9 and the tlay Porc havglog 
white heads over the green 

De you like is!” i oan wked the while he 
stopped before where a large white cross de- 
noted the spot where they had laid their dar- 
ling, and clinging around ohn cut from the stone 
of spotless marble, were the roses, with their 
attendant leaves which she had se dearly loved in 


life. 

They were with her now, watching over her 
sleep, and Jack stcod with his 
whilst he read the {nscription 

placed thereon by Lord Gothard’s orders :—- 

"Sacred to the memory of the Honourable 

Gertrude Disney Gothard, only daughter of 
Lord and Lady Gothard, aged eighteen—The 
Lord giveth, the Lord taketh away. 

It was all, But for some moments each, ab- 

sorbed with their own thoughts, remained 


.ellently by, and then Jack grasped his lordship’s 


hand, He could nob speak, bub. that hand- 
pressure told fn more than words what was pace- 
ing in his mind, 

And afterwards they turned, closing the gate 
behind them, for they had looked thelr last on 
the grave now gilded by the rays of the setting 
san, and over which the birds were singing their 
evening vespers. 

* e 


Once more Gunn's Corner ; bat a change has 
come over it within the last twelve months, and 
in place of the shabby, thread-worn carpet 
which had done. duty for so many years, there 
was another now, into which the feet sunk nolse- 
lesely, the while many of the chairs, which for 
broken limbs shonld long sgo have been in 
hospital, were now thrown out a4 incarabie, 
others of superior make serving in their stead ; 
and not only in the faraliure department wss 
the change perceptible, 

The neighbours, who had been wont to spesk 
Ia no measared terms of the poverty of the 
Merrlvales (poor things), ascribing all their mis- 
fortunes and want of means to bad management, 
being at a loss to understand the sudden ad 

they | had made to comparative wealth. 
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Bat from n° one could the trath be avcer- 
tained which would have eolved the riddle 
respecting the sudden afflaence with which Mre. 
Merrivale and her daughters were surrounded, 
qhich had been ascribed to every source bat the 





correct one 

Aod so the quarterly payments of the five 
handed pounds allowed by Mrs, Sagden, janlor, 
came punetually to hand, until curlosity even- 
tually died out. j 

And Josephine has paid her promised vislt to 
Castis Towers, contrary to Netta’s prognostica- 
tion, and, graatly to her astonishment, leaving it 
as the affianced wife of Lord Fitz Gibbon. 

Ten geare have passed elnce then, and Lord 
Gothard has never regretted when he resigned 
his claim to the hand of the girl he loved so 
dearly ia favour of Jack Sugden. He has grown 
very old now, though = smile of happiness still 
plays around his aged featares, as he sits in the 
bright sunlight, w he can see the children— 
her children—in thelr merry play ; and then he 
will turn to where she fs resting by bis chair 
watebiag for Jack’s resarn, holding her hand fn 
his 


“J am so happy, Netta!” he whi 
*Qystle Towers will mever want av heir. It fs 
yours, darling, and your children’s children to 
the end—ever yours,” 


(THES gND.] 








SWEETHEART AND TRUE. 


—_0'— 
CHAPTER VIII.—(continued ) 


"T sputmve I have mentioned everything,” he 
goes on, with laughing refiection, not for 
any anewer from her ; ‘stay, thoengh, I not 
add my age. Thirty last year, Quite a sober, 
steady time of life. You know, I think we ought 
to know a little more about one another than we 
do,” more seriously. 

Olive walte a moment, then says, a little 


sorrowfally,— 

“JT am afraid I cannot tell you very much 
about myself, for Indeed, Ido not know. When 
I have aeked Mies Daunt she has always snawered, 
* you will know In good time,’ or ‘someday ’ ; or 
sometimes it was ‘do not ask foolish questions, 
Olive,’ so I have long given up asking ber at 
all. I must walt until the time she spesks of 
comes, whenever that may be, I suppose I chal! 
know some time or other, if there is anything to 
know, after all,” she ends, so wearlly. 

The girl has long since given up that craving 
for knowledge she had felt at one time—a 
craving always damped and checked by Miss 
Daunt’s chill words and manner. Now, however, 
{s comes back to her for the moment. Way 
should {t be denfed to her to tell thie new friend 
such simple facts as a matter of course, like any 
other girl ; and yet she cannot, because she does 
not know herself, ‘ 

“Well! "he returns cheerily, the next moment, 
“Tam.content to know that you are a very 
pleasant and enjoyable companion, There fs nod 

pedigree after all sald and done. I 


“Ah!” she eays, wistfully looking at him 
‘‘you are ballding up a pretty little castle in the 
alr to please me. I am afraid 1b will never be 
like wee eee, a wee sis’ kh i. 

“Why not veryt and anything 
possible In thie odd world of ours. Nothing ls 
too strange to be true. You must nob look upon 
the sad dull elde of your life, It fs a mistake 
to do so, believe me, Depend upon it my words 
_ — trues, even to the Prince Charmant at 

a & Rad 

“No, never |” answers Olive, with » flash and 
hake of the head, 

"Are you so averse to the idea of a Prince 


Charmant, then?” be queries, slowly, giz'ng 
muaingly at the bright, sweet fac: before bim. 

“* What do you mean by a Prince Charmant }” 
ehe esy2, in small confusion. 

sa Well, & sweetheart, a lover, or somsthing 
anewerlng to that description. Are you so 
averse to the idea of anything of that kind io the 
future?” 

“I never mean to marry," she returns soberly, 
In answer, 

**Oh! you have quite decided on that score, 
already, have yout” he argues quietly, still 
going rp ani Well, I don’t — whether to 
applau tention or not; but you seem to 
have ware wy da. decision very early in life, Let 


recollect rightly }"’ 

* Jast twenty,” she assents. 

“ And at twenty you say you have fully made 
up your mind never to marry. Between this and 
twenty-five you will probably think differently, 
and change that mind of yours." 

“T think not,” Olive anewers, looking at the 
water running past the boat. 

* Well, we will not argue the point,”’he says, 
with an alr of conviction: 

** There will not be any time to do so, for here 
fe Tadit, Will you care to come up into the 
village, or will you stay here and make 4 
sketch?” she aske, palling the tiller-roper, 
making the boat cut into a tiny sand-reach where 
it grounds at once, 

"What do you advise me to do? Is Tadit 
worth aan or fen’t it? that’s the momentous 
question. it fe not I will stay here and take 
care of the boat while you are gone.” 

© There-Is not much to see ; you will do better 
by staying and making a sketch,” she says, 
jamping out on te the little strip of silvery 
white sand, Z »uave after her. 

“So be it then, Don’d leave me alone too 
long, that’s all I beg of you,” he rejoins, as the 
girl walks away up the wooded slope leading to 
the little town of Tadit, just showlog through 
the trees in the distance, and {s soon lost to 


sighs, 

Alan lit a cigarette, and taking out hie sketch- 
book worked a few moments, then stopped and 
contemplated his work. 

"'T never felt less incliaced to do anything than 
Idonow. The dolce far niente bas got hold of 
me, thats clear,” he moeditates, puffing at his 


“What a thoroughly honest-hearted, un- 
trammelled child that is, for she {s but a child 
she may be justtwenty,” he went on com- 
with his own thoughts. ‘ It does one 
good to meet with such a fresh specimen of the 
weaker sex. I do believe that If [ was to be long 
with that girl I should get very fond of her. 
There is something very fescinating about her, 
and I can’t quite make up my mind what {0 fs yet. 
Bat she fs a nice dear little thing. No, I can’t 
work, andI on srhares to try to.” 
Then he st himself fo the bottom of 
the boat and smoked two cigarettes. 
Thus utterly idle, Olive found him nearly an 
hour after, 


Ps What a time you have been gone,” he says, 
, ralaing himeelf up, and taking his 
seat as before. 


** Nob an hour,” Olive answers, ‘‘I went to 
see one or two old people I know at Tadit, and I 
Se nae ee eee ee ene ame the 


Be 

“T suppose not. One never can from those 
sort of people,” he says, jokingly. ‘I began to 
think you had forgotten poor me altogether, 
Once or twice I thought I would come and ferret 


out-———— 
tr Bat you wore too Iszy,” puts in Olive, smiliag 


at him. 

"* Perhaps I was. Are wo to go back now, or 
* onwards, but whither’!”’ 
*'Oh, home, please. No more river jauntlog 
to-day for me, or Nemesis will descend upon my 


unlucky 
“Well, and what about the fé:e? Are they 
i to do anything oc:pecially hilarious! 
What's the programme of the entertainment ‘” 
“The Pardon comes firat, All the pilgrims go 








to the fountain and buy a leaden image of Ss, 


@ 


me see, I think you are twenty, you sald eo, if I | 


Tharian, which is eupposed to guard them sgainat 
all kinds of dangers. The fé-e comés after the 
Pardon, when thers !s a procession of torches, 
fireworke, and dancing on the graas by the ligho 
of {mmense bonfires,” 

“T should like to see the daccing ; It must be 
most amusing.” 

* Tt’s very curious to see, They danos the old 
Breton dances to the music of the ‘ binfon’ and 
the ‘ Cornemeuse,’ both old kinds of instruments, 
which make a hideous nolse,” says, O.ive, laugh- 
ingly. 

** They are a kind of begplpe, are they not?” 

"* Yee, but much worse,’’ 

‘* Heavens | they muat be awful then, I think 
I must go and hear them, and you will come 
too!” he adde, a Httle imperatively. 

“I am afraid I must say no, because I cannot 
say yes!” answers the gir), sorrowfully shaking 
her pretty head in ite straw hat, 

“T will not take no for an answer now,” he 
puts in, quickly ; “ you must think about it, and 
see if it cannot possibly be managed somehow or 
other,” 

“Ts ts mo good my thinking about it, for I 
do not see how It can be managed. I am aure 
Mies Daunt will not let me go it I ask her, ao 
I bed much better eay vo at once, indeed I 
had.” 

** Say yes instead,’’ he urges once more ; “it’s 
® much pleasanter word to hear than no, Come, 
we are getting close home now. The stream has 
brought us back in just half the time that it took 
us to go, Say yea! de.” 

“ Bat what fa the use of my saying yee if I 
cannot come after allt” she queries, wrinkling 
her pretty brows doubtingly. 

“Bat you will come!” he puts In, with 
empheatis, 

“Ship your right oar, or we shall go past the 
landing stage,” she calls oub quickly, for he was 
so bueily engaged in urging bis demand for an 
affirmative that he has not noted the necesalty 
for doing to, 

He obeys her instantly; only just fo tine, 
though, and abe clings fast to the fron ring In the 
staple, which always holds the boat tant, 

O.ive jumps out quickly, before he can offer to 
help her, and fastens the chatn fp the ring. 

“Come,” he begins again, “you have not 
answered my question yes. I can be quite as 
obstinate as you when I choose. Will you try and 
io?’ 

I will try,” she answers, dublously ; “ but 
I warn you that it is vary Improbable that I shall 
euccead,” 

“Té you don’t I shall think fo Is because you 
do not want to go wlth me,” he says the next 
monient, 

“Then you will think quite wrcngly,” Olive 
answers, earnestly; “I do want to go; and I 
should very much like to go—with you,” in rather 
a smothered voice. 

“Then come—please come!” most entreat- 
ingly. 

And with a bandshake, they part, 

Oh! Fate, Fate! what have you been doing 
this glorious aummer day? Why could you not 
leave human hearts In peace? Have you done a 
wise or foolish thing with your meddling ? 

Ah! who can anewer this! 

"Zouavel” murmure Ojive, confidentially to 
her dog In her soft, sweet voice, as they reach 
the mill gate under the cheatnat tree; “if I 
ever do have a lover, I think [ should wish him 
to be like—-Alan Ohichester ! 


manage 
" Oh, 


ed 


CHAPTER IX. 
* © Life | how pleasant ts thy morning ; 
Young Fanoy’s rays the hills adorniog ! 
Cold-paustng Caution's lesson scorning, 
Wo friek away.” 
‘¢ NaNNETTE 1” 
Well, Mademolselle Olive, aud what ls 
” 


"Oh? Nannette, I do so want to go bo the 
Pardon and fé*a of St. Thurlan this sear.” 
The girl sald ib very yoarulogly as she sab 





rocking hereelf to and ico in the mill kitchen 
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next morning, while Nannetie sa6 stripping a 
great bundle of herbs for winter use. 

Miss Daund had gone to an extra mass ab the 
convent on the death of a Sister Brigitte, and 
Olive had been wandering restlessly about the 
mill, through the garden, and finally Inte Nan- 
nette’s precincts, where the old woman was 
neually to be found busy at her domestic duties, 

Olive’s mind was In a sbate of relentless long- 
Ing, and she was unable to settle down to any- 
thing. 

“Indeed, my angel ; well go, then,” answered 
Nannedtte, tranquilly, shreddiag some sage leaves 
into a basket ab her fees, 

"It is very easy to eay ‘go ther,’” grumbled 
Olfve, in her sweat volee, resting her chin on her 
bands and staring with a melancholy gaze at 
the bundle of herbs; ‘very easy indeed. But, 
hew am I to do it; that’s the difficulty ?” 

" And why nob, if you wish ¢0o much {” 

“Because Lam perfectly certain Mies Daunt 

will not let me,” responded Olive, with convic- 
tion, 
**Sarely madame wonld not be so disagreeable 
if you have sep your heart on golng to the 
Pardon?” queried Nannette again. She never 
thought {6 wise to openiy acknowledge madame’s 
harsh discipline, although she secretly con- 
demned {t, and sympathised with ‘la petite’; 
" besides,” she added, with a ting touch of frony 
in her velce, *' Madame could not object to your 
going to a Pardon, and St. Thurian was a holy 
man enough without a doubt.” 

“J am very certain madame would, though. 
Don't you remember, Nannette, what a fuss she 
made last year about my going only for a couple 
of hours, and with you, too, Besider,” Olive 
added, slowly, “I don’t so much care to go in 
the daytime, I want to go at night,” 

“ Ab! so {b is like that!” commented Nan- 
nette, shrewdly, a branch of eage in her hand. 

Yes, I want to see all the fan of the {féte, 
the fireworks, the procession of ianterns, and the 
dancing above all,” 

“Well, my angel, I certainly do not think 
madame will allow that,” responded the old 
woman, pursing up her lips, and” shaking her 
snow-white cap ebeadily to and fro, for she knew 
there existed very small chauce of such a wish 
being gratified. 

“Oh! I must go, Nannette, dear old Nan- 
nette, I must indeed, If you ouly knew how I 
long to go,” said Olive, fervidiy, clasping her soft 
brown palms together. “Whataml to do? I 
know Miss Daunt won't jet me, so it’s little use 
my seking her; but I must, I must go,” she 
ended, almoat despairingly. 

A twinkle came int> Navnette’s beady black 
eyes at Olive’s vehomerc?, 

“Go then, my little one, without the asking,” 
she aald, very quietly, still etrippiog her herb 
stalks, 

The old woman saw no harm. fn uattering this 
heretical advice. Where was the harm of the 
girl going to the Pardon if she wished, She her- 
self could eee none, 

Madame Rebecca never let the lbttle one enjoy 
herself in her own fashion ; {) became necessary 
sometimes to circumvent mademe by a little 
harraless, Innocent deception, and Olive often had 
some email pleasure by the combined mabagement 
of Nannette and André which would otherwise 
have been denied and lost to her. ” 

“That's exsctly what I was thinking, Nan- 
nette,” returned Olive, breaking oub into a smile, 
“ only I don’ see how I can possibly manage it,” 
wrinkling her pretty browa in an effort to think 
of some feasible way. 

* Bat ft is easy enough for that matter. Jast 
for an hour to bee the dances, we will say. Sup- 
posing, for example, mademolselle should have a 
migraine that evening, a bad headache, we will 
cali lt, mademoieelle would of course have to go 
to bed quite early, n'est ce pas?” queried the old 
yoman, nodding her bead. 

"Well, I suppose I should, Nannette,” Olive 
nequiesced, with a smile of merriment on her 
rosy lips. 

* Eh bien! I should then eay to madame, * the 
poor little mademoleelle ia not well, she hae gone 
to bed ; I will make her « tisane and take lt to 
her by and bye,’ and madame would be quite 








eatisfied, and go to her bed as usual,” went on 
Nannette, complacently. 

“But supposing she did nob go to bed as 
usual?” hazarded Olive, “my migraine would be 
no use,” 

“ We would walt until Madame did go, then; 
bat I do not fearsuch a thing. Then I would 
make a cup of tisane for Mademoieelle——” 

" Which I shouldn’s drink, for I hate tisanes,” 
interrupted Olive, with s move of averalon, 

““Ah! bat this one would be 4 pleasant 
tisane, my angel. A little syrup and water, that 
fsall, Bat having told Madame [ would make 
a tisane, of course 1 should have to do it, for 
my good consclence sake, see you,’ rejoined 
the old women, her beady black eyes twinkling 
brightly, 

“I think I could manage to drink that,” 
assented Olive, alter a pause,— 

“Tt would nob be absolutely necessary for 
mademolselle to drink it unless she pleased. I 
should simply place {t on mademoilseile’s table 
for her to do as she liked. Forme I should then 
say ad the door, ‘ bon soir, mademolzelle Olive. 
T hope the morning will fiad you better, and that 
the tisane I have made you will do you good,’ 
then I should lesve the door ajar, and after that, 
Chut!” with ashreg and a nod, {It wonld be 
no affair of mine.” 

Which meant that Olive might then s!!p away 
for an hour’e pleasure if she chose, The old 
woman would be as secret as the grave, 

“Bat Nannette,” sald the girl, hesitating at the 
tempting plan laid before her, ** don’t you think 
I should be running « great risk ff 1 followed 
your advice }” 

“That is for you to decide yourself, my made- 
molselle,” returned Nannette, placidly.” “I give 
no advice, I simply say ft is easy enough if you 
so wish to go to the Pardon.” 

“I do, I do indeed wish it,” answered Olive, 
ardently, 

“Well, I cannot see myself there remains any 
other way,” with another shrug; “itis s summer 
night, jast for one hour, no more, I will wateh 
for your coming, and let you in by this door 
through the garden; but please yourself, ae I 
sald before,” she ended, sorting the herb stalke 
she had stripped, to be tied in little bandles, and 
hung up from the oak rafters io the kitchen. 

“Tt I pleased myself I should go,” rejoined 
Olive, in a frenzy of indeciaion. “‘ Oh} Nannette, 
do you think {t would be very wrong if I did 
please myself ? I don’t wanbto do anything really 
wrong. I know Miss Daunt would any it was if 
I asked her ; but then she says everything almost 
le wrong. I must have a very {il-regulated mind 
Tea .’ with a heavy algh. 

eg My mademolselle, G made us all, we 
cannot help our natures. You are young now, 
you want to see life, ch bien! I was like that 
in my youth. Now a {éte—a Pardon, is nothing 
to me, nothivg, my angel. You will feel jast 
like that someday, If were apy real berm 
in jast gofog for one hour to see the dancer, I, 
for one, would never counsel {t, be very sure,” 
with a shake of her head. 

The old woman spoke aa she thought. ‘To her 
the Pardon was a kind of religious festival as well 
asa féte. It came but once In the year. All 
the folks went to eee, why should not the little 
msademoiselle? It was bat a very amall galety 
after nll. Madame’s disapproval was quite non- 
sensical and over-strained ; she was too strict in 
her system of bringing up the young, according 
to Nannette’s idea. 

“ And my André shall go with you, if that fs 
all,” pursued Nannette ; ‘he shail take you there 
and bring you back to the ml, if you wish, and, 
indeed,” the old woman added, with some judg- 
ment; “It would perhaps be as well for you to 
have someone with you, since the time wil! be 
night ; better in company than alone, My André 
would take you where you wished. For me, I 
could not go, I am getting too old for such 
gaieties now ; and, besides, madame might take 
ft into her head to want me, and then, Saprietf ! 
what would not happen {ff she found, too, the 
young bird bed flown from the nest as well aa 
the old one. That would not be wise at all, No, 
André shall be with you.” 

For the old woman thought, supposin b 








= 


chanoe it reached to the ears 

wards, the fact of the old man being Olive’s 

eepetin might ameliorate the situation a good 
ea 


Nannebte had really no idea of any wroug-doln 
Me bag about cal ig = Fasten ef ae 

o o was $ to po to 
a Pardon, and of s b +a po oe 
Madame Rebecca’s absurd severity which could 
think otherwise, 

Sach a elmple amusement besides—noihing 
harniful io the smallest degree, It was very 
natural she should wantto go and see; but since 
ehe was a little one no longer, old André should 
go as well fn the shore af 

Yea,” reflected old woman, finally, “my 
old mari shall with you. He will never 
whieper one word, as you know.” 

Oilve gave a little quick conscious laugh az the 
old woman ended her epecch, 

“You dear old thing,” she returned, rather 
nervously, “I don’t want your Andié, becawe 
—well, because [ chal] have someone else to take 
cars of me,” up rapidly. 

“ Ah, ah 1” commented Nannebte, etopping her 
herb stripping for's moment to look over at the 
girl, "so it is to be like that 1" 

Olive nodded, aud came over to the table on 
which Nannette was seated among her herbs. 

The old woman guessed shrewdly at once what 
Olive meant by "someone else,” and also who 
that “ someone” was. ' 

‘Tt is for that reason then thad you ars so 
— to br - Pardon of * oo this 
year!” quer annette again, a gleam of 
amusement in her beady eyes ; " that fa the way 
the little wind blows its breath, my made- 
molselle, fs 181” and Nannette bound a handful 
of marjoram fn a Httle bundle as she spoke, 

* Yeu, Nannette!” answered the girl, mono- 
syliabloally, resting her elbows on the table, and 
bringing her sweep young face on a level with 
the old wrinkled features Day 0 0 

beng po pr a minute or two, then she 
began slowly and kindiy,— 

“© My angel, fs ft wise 1” 

Since the old woman had heard of the pro- 
babliity of a “’ someone else,” the affair presented 
rather a diferent complexion to her. She had 
no knowledge of the social code which would 
strictly forbid euch a proceeding, but some small 
natural instinct made her say,— 

"My angel, Is It wise” 

“T want to go with him, Nannette!” pursued 
the ett feverishly ; ‘ you don’t know how nice 
and he fs.” 


“I do nob doubt ft, my mademolselle,” 
rejoined the old woman, briefly, 

“ And {t is so pleasant to have a companion, 
He will not be in Pont l’Abbaye long ; why 
shonld I not be friendly with him while he ie 
here *” , 

“Traly as you say, why not?” acquiesced the 
old woman, but not too readily ib mast be owned. 
Indeed she acquiesced dou , for she had 
seen the fallacy of a vaunted dahip betwix) 
@ young man and a girl before now, It did not 
always end as it began. If this one was only 
golog to love and ride away, It might be wiser to 
try and keep the girl heart-whole if possible, and 
Nannette also knew that propingulty fs the very 
enemy of prudence, and nearly always sets the 
heart a-beating. 

Bat what was the use of always looking for- 
ward tn this world, it never altered things in the 
slightest degree. What was to be, would be, 
Nannette asgely admitted to herself excusingly ; 
whether she ‘helped tke girl fn her desire, or 
whether she did not, it would be certain to make 
no difference, 

Ss Now I have told you-my secret, what would 
you advise me to do, Nannette?” Olive asked, 
breaking the silence, which had been devoted by 
both to purposes of cogitation, though of diverse 
kind 


8. 

“My mademolselle, I will advise no more,” 
answered the old woman. “ Yon must now 
decide for yourself, If it is to go, of course I 
will do all I can to help you, and whisper no- 
thing of It to a soul, lest madame should hear 
and scold you for your pleasure.” 

“Which she would do most emphatically if 
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y staying away such a thing conld not then 
happen,” continued the old woman, with a 
smile ; “ if'you dread so much, do nob go.” 

"Oa, 1 must, I must, I must?” ctled Olive, 
in an ascending scale of miserable and un- 
decided yearning, clasping her hands together 
with fervour, 

“ Well, lotus say no mérs then. You decide 
togo, Eh biew tt is Gxed, 
ever one ttle thing not to be forgotten, ff you 
we seen ab the Pardon’ with—your—friend and 
alone,”’ 

"That ts the worst part of {t,” sald Olive 
damaliy, ‘‘everyons knows me so well about 
here, that Miss Daunt might easfly hear of it. 
Someone would be sure to mention i» to her, | 
just to see what. she would say or do, very 
ikely, Then 'Dante’s Inferno’ would be no- 
thing to my Hfe for a little time, If I conld 
only disguise myself in some way or other, 20 
that no one would kaow me. Can’t you hel 
ms ee D> think of something, there's 
a ear nM ’ 

“Stay; I have a little idea,” Interrupted 
Nannette, ceasing to ahred her herbs, She caw 
how ardently the girl longed to go. It might 
not exactly be wise, but ft was only natural 
after all, Besides, there was s spice of adven- 
turous romance about {i which secretly pleased 
the ae woman, and made her not Indis- 
pose urther any scheme for carrying out 
Olive’s longing, . 

“ Listen now to what I spy,” she went on, 
{mpressively ; ‘ supposing mademoivelle were to 
beep dons Up asa peasant girl, how would fb 

“Oh! what fun. It wonld do splendidl 
dear old Nannette,” cried Olive, Pate on ar 
giving the old woman a hug fn her excitement; 
“but where could I get the clothes from, and 
how could I alter my face 1” 

* Au onsy affair enough if you will bab listen, 
and not ¢ me first,” avswered Nannete, 
comfcally, André shall ride {nto Qatmpaire, and 
get a little blonde wig from the colffeur. No one 
will know what {t is for, he will but hire it for 
two days, we will say. That will alter the whole 
face at once, with perhaps a little brown stain on 
the skin. As for the clothes, you shall wear the 
brown dress and lace. cap that belonged to my 
poor Jeanne who died, as you know, of fever in 
Rome, where she had taken service, They sent 
me her clothes after, and I keep them still, The 
dress and cap are little worn, and will f+ you 
Well, Saprist!! uo one will know you then 
You must keep most in the darkness, and nod 
laugh too load with your—friend,’”’ sinlling 
roa 

: aunstte, [t will be like going to o fa: 
ball;” exclaimed Olive, with ef padrng. 4 
delight, ‘I have always lovged to go to a cos 
tume ball, You must make my skin very brown, 
mind, and I shall wear the wig well down over 
ru a You + oy har dearest old thing in 

© world, Nennette, 9 believe,” and Olive 
incon euch milibied cheek, : 

‘There, my angel, let me go on with my work. 
The ttle affair is pettled then, Tt fs to be ike I 
have sald, Very good, it shall be all 
for you,” and Nannette nodded her head with 
infinite self lacency,. 

“Zyaave! come here, and jast attend to what 
I say,” sald Olive, going to the door, kneellog on 

Pee: threshold, and taking the dog’s head between 


Z mave's intimated that 
Be . . eyes fn he was all at- 


“T am 
bat ie come with me; do you ander. 


to the Pardon of §t. Thurfan way, 
refisctions on the matter was necessary. 


Zywoave his tail dublously. 

“You will have to stay at home, my sweet old 
dog—you must, indeed ; because if you go, you'll 
betray me. You will have to be shut up in my 
room,end you must not try to gat ont, Promise 
me you will not try to follow me,” she said aoftly, 
{n an undertone. 


Zouave stopped wagging his tail, and gezed a 
into her face with his lam{nous, beautifal, met 
What did bis little mistress mean} Some- 
{n her voice was different to its ueual har- 
» Ib was not , OF Korrow, or melan- 
, or even wistful it wae sometimes when 
e spoke to him. Jt sounded like a new voice 
th a fresh, eweet.cadence In it he had never 
heard there before. 
“Zmueve |” murmured the girl, tenderly, once 
more, “ don’t look at me with such reproachfal 
eyes, I do not deserve it—indeed I do not. I 
love you just the same as I did, just as much 
as before, my own dear, faithfal old doggie. 
Not one stom lees becauss I have found a new 
friend. I feel happy, Zouave, quite happy. I do 
not know exactly why, or wherefore, Perhaps it 
is becanse of having found a new friend, Ib may 
be so, but I am not aure of it," 
“Bat I am,” murmured the old woman to 
hervelf, over her thyme, and marjoram, and sage 
stalks, aa she heard the girl talking thue softly 
to her dog. “As for being a friend! weil, we 
women always commence lixe that, 16 sounds 
better, I su Poof! but the endiog Is not 
always #0 simple and aweet. Well, time will 
show, Why should she resi all her days here ¢ 
For the old it is calm and peaceful enough, but for 
the young—bah! let them stretch out their 
pretty wings {f they wish, and fiy away. One is 
mever young twice, that is very certain!” and 
with this sage axfom, Nannette tied up her last 
little bundle of herbs. 
Olive did not hear the old woman’s murmar, 
for she had upstairs to get her lsce pillow, 
me try to occupy ber restless fingers about some- 


As for Zouave, he laid himself down fn the san- 
shine ontside the kitchen door, bis dog’s mind 
harassed with a by ginny aa ‘7 there waa 
something abroad in the air about Moullnot he 
could not define what, 

Fate had begun to roll its little ball in 
me and the toy was a human heart, that 
was ' 


it 


Z 





OHAPTER X. 


"Oh! itless mortals! ever blind to fate | 
Too soon dejected, and too soon elate |” 
Time reaped four whole days, and bound them 
with his sheaves of weeks, months, years, tha? 
go to make up the sum of our earthly tenancy 
before eternity sets in, and Time fs for ns poor 
humanity of no more account, 
He had no remorss about putting In his 
"sickle keen’ among there days and gathering in 
his harvest of them, for it is jast aa much his 
business to be husbandman in this manner as 
the ee adn ee Raog php the golden- 
ripened grain, ly to be shorn. 
Four whole es Ie days, and Olive saw 
nothing of Alan Chichester ! 
The first day she thought but little of {t. The 
second she began to think about it In an odd, 
desultory sort of fashion, not wholly pleasant, 
nelther wholly ble—a kind of small 
wonder au to where he was, what he wae doing, 
and eo forth, Oa the waning of the third day 
the absence struck her as strange, unaccountable, 
and, to be perfectly truthful, in no wise de- 
= ipa to her feelings. Where could he be} 
ad he 1—by some dreadful mischance left 
Pont The © for good and all, without even 
BA good-bye? The idea was almoet cals- 
mitous, and filled her mind with no smal! dis- 
may. 
It Is not pleasant to lose one’s friend just as 
one is beginning to find a pleasure in whe ac- 
quaintence, In fact, she felt ft quite a hard 
loss, and one to bemoan fn a quiet, unobtrusive 
To herself, at least, no disguise of ber 





_—_— 


Time chose to garner into his barn, the girl was 
most positively and emphatically miserable. 

He had gone ; there was evidently no doubt 
of it. He could not have been fo Pont l’Abbaye 
for those four long days, and she not to have 
seen something of him during that period. 

No, he had departed from the little Breton 
village, and forgotten all about her; all about 
the {é+e, and desire she shonld go—about every- 
thing, in fact, thelr short friendship, and mutual 
Wiking. Yes! everything, she told hereeif, 
mournfully. 

She should never s¢o him again; never see 
those deep grey, kindly, pleasant eyer smiling at 

» or hear those friendly, cheery tones any 
more, for he must be gone, The thought was 
alraoat more than she could bear to dweli on. 

Her pleasant dream was over, It bad beer 
& pleasant one, she would not deny it, while ft 
lasted, though only so short a time;‘and It 
made the lonely future more dreary-looking than 
ever she reflected wearily. 

Well, nothing remained to be done now bnt to 
go back to the quiet, uneventful and mono- 
tonous round of dally life, anbroken hy any 
kindred spirit in the matter of companionship. 

"Ob! Zouave! I do think he might bave 
just sald good-bye to me before he went, don’t 
you?” gaid Olive, very wistfully, on this iden- 
tical fourth evening, ewinglog her straw hat to 
and fro, an she stood In the front of the mill by 
the still pool, watching the flattering white fan- 
tails devouring thelr supper of maize, which she 
had at that moment thrown down for therm. 

Zwaave stood looking on too—one ear stuck up 
atifly, while the other fell droopingly. He 
looked up into the melancholy face of bis Hitle 
mistress with some compassion and sympathy, 
and gave a few slow wage of bis stampy black- 
cropped tail. I think he most thoroughly agreed 
in Olive’s plaiat. ‘ 

"He might have let me know he was going, 
for I should have liked to bid him good-bye!” 
she moarmured again, with soft bewallment 
throwlog down the laet few grains of maize 
remaining In her measure, “Come, my dog 
the pigsons bave had their eupper ; you and I 
will. go down to the river, and have a ilvtle row 
on the water to calm our ruffled feelings. At 
least mine are; I do not know about yours, but 
mine are very ruffied indeed, I don’t mind con- 
fiding to you. In fact, you dear old thing, I feel 
really miserable, to tell you the trath, and it 
would not take very much to make me cry. 
Fancy, Zousve, to shed weak, ignoble tears, to 
be a thorough, stupid baby, and all about s man, 
too! Bah! Iam ashamed of myself for feeling 
so despondent over such a small, alliy affair,” 
and Olive gave one of her little feet a sharp 
atamp on the moss-grown ground in eelf- 
indignation. 

Iv fs always far harder to part with anything 
after one has falt the pleseure of possession than 
if one has never had ft at all; and this was jast 
the case with O.lve, 

She and the dog wandered {a melancholy 
fashion down the creek, and got fato the old 
wherry, swinging softly and gently at {ts chafo. 
“Now I am bere I don’t feel one atom i{n- 
clined to row. I don’t feel desirous of doing 
anything. I want someone to row me; that’s 
the fact of the matter, I suppose. But I shall 
not get what I want in this case, {t's very cer- 
tain, Zounve,” eafd the girl, leaning over the side 
of the boat to watch the water eddying past, 
swaying the great water-weeds as it ran. 

"How lonely it Ie here! I wonderI never 
found fb out before, Qaite lonely, my dog! Oaly 
you and I now—no one else, No skotcher on the 
bank, no finding a drawing portfolio, no rowing 
to Tadit and back. Never again, All gone for 
ever, and ever, and ever, Poor, lonely yon 
and I}” : 
The glorious brown eyes gazing futo the ewiftly- 
running stream grew Umpid and bezy with what 
I aadly fear were unshed tears, ns she ended her 
soft, aweet, sorrowful wall. ia & 

“I was quite happy four days ego, I do belleve 
really happy ; but L am ‘not a bit happy new, 
Qaite the reverse, in fact, Isa miserable, 
Zoaave. There, only look at me, I believe I am 





On the evening of the fourth day, that old 


crying a little. A tear fell on my hand then, 
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There comes another. Oh! ft’s horrible of me, 
shamefal, disgraceful. I will nob shed tears 
about nothing like this--fooliab, causeless tears. 
Why shouid I? I have literally nothing to cry 
about, I am sure, except my own sins, and I have 
uever done that before. But I feel despondent, 
dreadialiy depressed, and perhaps a tear or two 
will do me good, i hope ft may. I want some- 
thing to do me good. If Miss Daunt heard me 
she would say ' fiddlesticka,’ if she ever indulged 
in such a common-place, not to say valgar, ex- 
pression, which I do not think she wonld, It 
might more likely be ‘ Olive, how dare. you be so 
Idiotic |’ and I daresay ehe would be perfectly 
justified In saying so. I’ve no doubt I am an 
idfot, but s very miserable one, at any rate. 
Very, very miserable!”’ and the great brown 
eyes grew Iimpid and crystal once more, 

‘(1A fair good even to you, lady!’” sald a 
voice from the bank. ‘I need nob say we are 
well med, since thus we mest once more,’” he 
quoted on, 

Olive gave a endden great starb when she 
heard that voice, Lost In her painfal reverie, 
she had neither seen or heard him coming from 
onder the trees ; moreover, the ripple of the 
water had covered the sound of his footsteps. 

She tarned her head towards him, and a soft 
flush and glow lit ap all ber face, He was here 
in the flesh, not gone, nod left Pont l’Abbaye 
withont a farewell, It was delightful. At 
that moment all her vaunted misery departed, 
Standing there with all bis alx feeb of handsome 
manhood, grey eyes, kind volce, smile and all, 
her whole heart leapt at the sight for very 
gladness. 

She recognised then how keenly she had feit 
his absence, how almost unbearable had been the 
idea that he had gone away, without one single 
expression of farewell. 

rose up in the boat, stepped to the wooden 
landing-stege, and held out her hand to him at 
once, looking up with uuspoken pleasure In her 


very glance. 

"Did I startle you so much }” he asked, taking 
it, and looking carefully at her. Perhaps the 
Umpidity had not yet dried out of those beautiful 
brown eyes, and he noticed it, It may have been 
the case ; I am not positively certala about 16, but 
I think his voice lost some of its jesting ring as he 
added ; “you gave such a tremendous start when 
I spoke that I thought you were going to jump 
clean oub of the boat, and take an impromptu 
dive to geb away from me. I hope you did not 
want to do that?” 

“TI suppose I started because I did not expect 
to see you. I thought you had gone away !” she 
anewered, simply. 

*€ Gone away for good, do you mean ?” 

Olive nodded. ~* ; 

‘* Whatever made you think of euch a thing as 
that!” he queried, earnestly. 

"' Because I had not seen you since last Friday,” 
said the girl, truthfally. 

Mind you, it was not In Olive’s nature to be 
Machiavellian, or anything but outspoken. It 
did not strike her that perhaps in a case of this 
kind it might be as well to pretend a small 
amount of indifference ou the subject, even if one 
had {t not, She did not dream of any euch society 
pretence, but only spoke jast as she thought 
about ft. 

“Tf I had had-avy intention of running away 
from Pont l'Abbsye eo soon, you might have been 
very certain that I should not; I might say, 
instead, I could vot go withont saying good-bye 
before I left. It would have been very bad 
manners Indeed, especially after you have been so 
kind to me,” he ended, a little gravely, : 

"Bat you have not gone, you see,” puts In 
Olive, lightly, and the dimples come in her pretty 
cheeks, 

She cannot, for the ilfe of her, help letting him 
see that she lz glad, really and honestly glad at 
heart. 

And Alan does see {¢ with secret satfafaction, 

After all, the knowledge that one fe appreciated 
in any degree fa never unwelcome to any of us, 
great or small, 

“OF course not; Pont )'Abbaye is much too 
aharming a little place to leave just yet; but for 





all that, I bave been awsy three out of the Inst 
four days. 


*' Away!” echoed Olive. “' Where did you 
to then ?” vides 


‘Well, I took a Ifttle journey down to Nantes 
to present some letters of credit to the bankers 
there. Even in Pont i’Abbaye I find one spends 
one’s money, and I was beginning to run short ; 
do as I had every Intention of remaining here a 
short time longer—at any rate, over this porten- 
tous {éte to which I know you are coming with 
me—I felt I mast fill my purse which was getting 
very empty. When I got to Nantes and pre- 
sented sald letters of credit, the head of the 
firm was away for two days, and I had to walt 
until he returned, having given him no notice of 
my coming to draw, nI found the town so 
interesting that I stayed one more day, which 
made up the four, with to-day. I have not long 
returned to the hotel. Qultea long history of 
my doings, fs it not? If I had only thought 
for one moment that you might imagine me 
departed altogether in peace, I should assuredly 
have sent you # notice to the contrary effect but 
I really never contemplated euch a contingency. 
I didn’t suppose you would think even of the 
comings and goings of a fellow like me,” he ended 
slowly, 

And all the time in his heart he knew she 
did think of his comfoge and golnge. Had he 
not read it plainly enough fn her face, in those 
splendid soft brown eyes of hers, which 
gleamed and melted in turn just as the girl's 
miod felt ? 

Alan’s heart, too, beat ever ao little quicker 
as he sat down beside her on the -wooden 
bench under the deep-leaved, shady alders by 
the river. 

For a few moments neither spoke, as if nob 
wishing to bresk the harmony of the ecene 
— ther. Then he said, in his usual quiet 
voice,-— 

“So you really and truly thought I had 
gone?” 

" Yea,” answered Olive briefly. 

"What @ nervous jamp you gave when I 
spoke! So lost in musing, that you never heard 
me coming? What were you thinking about in 
snch an abstracted manner 1"’ 

“Oh! many, many things,” Oltve returns, 
ambiguous'y. 

‘** Tell me one of them, then }” Alan demands, 
after a pause, 

“One of them /" she repeated, meditatively, 
“lep me think. WelJ, one of them, since you 
want to know, was whether all my life from 
now is always going to be like it is at “egy 4 
never anything different ; if I shall ifve, die 
and be burfed in Pont l’Abbaye; buried In 
that litble cemetery under the hill, and be for- 

otter.” 

*' What a dreary, morbid fancy! One un- 
oe ied of a young fresh life like yours should 


“Should be, perhaps, but is not,” she 
answers, wearily, ‘' I lead a purposeless, useless 
life ; say what one wil), I sometimes wish !b was 
all over and finlehed, and that I was already in 
that little country graveyard yonder oub of sight 
for ever,” 

a do ae fardeen wise to indulge in 
such mor ay-dr :” he urges, gently. 
“Sach fancies~@o one more harm than gocd, 
believe me,” 

“It fs not morbid fancying, but sober, prac- 
tical reality, which I see io front of me. The 
future seems an irksome question difficult to 
answer,” 

“ Are you not happy here then? Do you 
wish for different existence to this Arcadian 
one you are leading now? Are you so very 
discontented with your present lot!" Alan 


asks again, 
(To be continued.) 








In every street in the towns of Japan there 
is public oven, where, upon paying a trifling 
sum of money, houseowners may 
dinners and suppers ccoked for them, 
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FAOETIZ, 


Cater: “I greatly “a oat tone of that 
tore.” Mrs, Shoddie ; I wouldn't buy 
anything that wasn’t bigh- cored.” 

Uncteg Bos: “ Well, Johnny, are you at the 
head of your class?” Johnny: ‘No, but I can 
lick the fellow that is 1” : 

Wim: “Pa, what’s a p-h-t-l-a-n-t-h-r-o- 
ance ine: tabeting otter is hs man re 
spends me indu ot people to spen 
the money for charity,” 

“Woisky,” sald the temperance lecturer, 
‘will destroy everything there is in a man. 5 
Yes,” replied the unregenerate, “except his 
thirst.” 

Op Lavy :y" She fs such an atrocious child.” 
Mother: "Don’t you mean precoclous?” Old 
Lady : “I ’spects I do ; but fb amounts to the 
same thing, anyway.” 

Farmer Haynick: ‘What's that nolee!” 
Mrs, Hayrick: ‘It’s Jane cultivating her voice.” 
Farmer Hayrick: “ Caltivating, en? If I’m 
any jadge, that’s harrowing!” 

“IT NEVER give money to on the 
street,” sald the pedestrian, “ Ob very well,” 
replied the seedy indivitinal, ‘‘ Here’s my card ; 
kindiy call at my ocflice and leave your con- 
tribution with my bookkeeper.” 

Mrs. Hansuizy: “You have been flirting 
with my daughter, and laet night you even went 
20 far as to kias her. Now, I want to know what 
your intentions are?” Boarder: “My in- 
tentlons, madam, are never to do so again,” 

Pia ones cere gy A “Oar marriage will have 

be postponed have lost my eltuation, and 
haven't any income at all.” She (hopefally) : 
“That doesn’t matter now, my dear. We won't 
art I have learned how to trim my own 
te, ” 

‘Nations and women are s good deal alike,” 
"In what way!” “ Well, when one woman gots 
anew hat her nelghbour wants to go right away 
and get a better one, and when one nation builds 
a new warship all the others start right ont to 
get bigger ones.” 

“On, Edw she cried, “do you know 
what } E docamehd lost sich that you had told 
me to buy that beautiful £5 hat 1 spoke of the 
other day.” “ Well, that proves {t,” he replied. 
* Proves what, dearest }” “That dreams by 
contraries.” Then she was sorry she halt ‘net 
begun the day as usual by scolding him. 

: nol RaMBo se the oo aa of the we atg hy 
: om, you have been drinking again!” Mr, 
ie esa 9% “No, m’ dear, l—” 
ambo: ‘*Say ‘ prompt payments patiently 
pursued produce prosper br Mr. Rambo: 
*** Prompt payments patiently prosued pos——”” 
Rambo: ‘ ‘ Absolom, you can get up to your 
room by the back door.” 


“T suprosg,” she sald, at the breakfast-table, 
" that you know something about the open-door 
polley 1” He nodded, *‘ Am I right in bellaving 
that you consider it extremely ble?” she 

Again he nodded. “ Nevertheless,” she 
went on, “I desire to state that It will be sue- 
pended fn this house unless you get away from 
business earlier than has been your custom.” 

sc  gocomagesd said the astonished 
and mortified Dg man, ‘‘are you going to 
throw me over Ua Cul, peony old Sragas 1” 
“Mr. Spoonamore,” freezlogly replied the young 
ee signify that the interview was 
over, rt bed not be as poetic! as 
noel af rhymes with ‘ me,’ and ‘you’ 
lon’ ” 

Coxstance, the beautifal mafden, struggles 
desperately in el, the bra wags me 1” she 
shrieks, Harold ve , standing w 
the shore, throws aside ils coat, ay 30 
ain fer ‘the third time!’ he sake "Ob, 
dear | I forgot to count! How stupid of me!” 
cries Constance, in much confusion. Harold is 
as brave as a lion, traly, but he will scarcel rhek 
violating what Is la perhaps bbe most cherlahed con- 


vention of romance,” 





Hanprt Barns: “ Going to have a new bicycle 
this year?” Sprockett: “Going to do better 
than that. Have decided upon having a 1901 
wheel,” Handel Barra: ' How are you golng to 
do that?” "S ot: “* Have my 1895 wheel 
dated ahead, that’s all,’’ 


Stuns: “ That is a lszy tenant Gratton has on 
his farm. Grafton told him to put up two 
“ Beware of the Dog,” and the other 
“Beware of the Bull.” (Penn: “Did the 
tenant obey the order?" Stubb: “ Not exactly; 
he painted only one sign, and when Grafton went 
out there he was astonished to see '' Beware of 
the Bulldog.” 


“ My wife’s the most helpless creature,’ com- 
plained thé much-abused man. “ Really?” 
asked his friend In some i. * Yeu, be 
more than get settled tor evening pa 
than she to me to reach the candle we 
from the thelf and light fb for ber, so she can 
see her way to get a scuttle of coal from the 


“pas scoundrelly old ekinfiint!” he cried, 
“ He broke off my engagement with his daugh- 
ter.” ‘Opposed your anit, did he?” ‘'No, he 
didn’t—he told her I was ® model young man, 
and, of course, she lost interest in me the 
moment ehe found I didn’t need the ennobling 
infiaence of a woman to lift me up andepur me 
on to success,” 

“Waar I like,” she sald, ‘‘ fs a person who 
fs frank—one who says jaeh what he means, 
without beating abomb the bush.’ ‘ Well,” he 
returned, "1's! be straightforward, There is 
something I wanted to tell you for an hour or 
more, but-———” ‘ Yes,” ehe urged, with sup- 
pressed excitement, seeing that he hesitated, 
“what ieit?” “There is a big biack etreak 
down one side of your nose, I think {t’s soot.” 

* James,” whispered the good woman, " there’s 
s burglar in the parlour. He stumbled against 
the piano Ix the dark. I heard several of the 
keys struck.’ “Ali right!” sald James, “I'll 
go down.” ‘Oh, James, you’re not golng to do 
anything rash?” " Certainly not, i'm going 
to help him. - You don’t suppose he can get that 
sey out of the house without assistance, do 
you!” 

A GRNTLEMAN tra on the Great Northern 
Raflway, having del his! to the care 
of a porter, proceeded to e com- 
fortable in the corner of a first-class aun, 
carriage. The porter, having performed his du 
came to the carriage for the reward of ‘. 
“Well,” said the gentleman, “I see the letters 
G.N.R. on your cap. ‘ Gratuities never received,’ 
I Imagine ft cane t® “A little mistake, air,” 
replied the porter; “it should be ‘Gratuities 
never refused.’ And the way that porter 
stalled when he joined his comrades betokened 
aatiefaction at the reeult of his smart answer, 

“ Have you got any watermelon on ice” ia- 

quired the man with the baskeb on his arm. 
Q No, sir,” replied the young man with the eye- 
glasses, The customer was about to go when 
the young man stopped him. ‘' We -haven’t any 
melons on ice,” he sald, “but we have some 
under fce, Itkeeps them cooler that way. Hest 
rises and cold descends, you know. Will one be 
enough?” “I reckon {ft will,” qe gn the 
man with the basket. “Bat I’m going else 
where to get it, I don’t belleve I can afford to 
trade at a grocery shop where they keep acien- 
tlete for te, Afternoon, elr,” 

Oxe may be excused for feeling a little joy 
when the man who goes out of his way to make 
a rude remark in order to dieplay his wit re- 
celves a rebuke that Is as courteous as {t Isat the 
same time effective. The retort given by'a cer- 
p> ol segms sclentist must have been con- 

more amusing to the onlookers than it 
learned gentleman’s antagoniax, It 
Eappened at a dinner that one of @ guests 


po shh Lowey carne ior nae et 
express the opinion tha was 
another way of » tool Bee Wat le 


y conned ereneeng ” he asked, ty Wane coach 
bow, Leitch wmortonen the wg 

a te to a-vis responded gra 

" mes only the width of » table!” 





Jn some rural districts there are held annually 
hiring fairs, where farmers and others attend to 
engege tervants. At one held in Gloucestershire 
last auturan s farmer opened negotiations with 
a led who seemed suitable for his purpose, 
Various questions having been asked and an- 
awered, the farmer foguired at last,-—* Hast got 
a character from thy last place?” “No,” re- 
plied the boy; ‘bat my old gaffer be about 
somewhere, and I can get he to write I one.’ 
“Very well,” was the reply, “thes get It aod 
meet I here again at four o'clock.” The time 
came, so did the farmer and the boy. ‘‘ Hast 
got thy character?” was the query. The 
anewer came short and sharp. “No; but I ha’ 
got thine, and I bean’s a-coming,” 


Avrer they bad kissed each other and each 
had disposed of a chocolate to ahow that there 
was no ill-feeiing between them, the blonde sald, — 
“So Mabel is married?” “So I’ve heard,” 
retarned the brunette. Nice giri,’ ventured 
the blonde, ‘‘ Oh, very,” returned the brunette. 
“I wouldn’t say a word against her for the 
world.”» Neither would L. How do you suppose 
she ever got him!” “W’m sure I don't know. 
Do you!" “No; TI would give snything to 
know.” ‘So would I. It certainly wasn't ber 
beauty.” “Oh, no 1” “Or her cleverness.” 
“The ides is absurd,” “I can’t understand it 
abalil, They say she wae married by the regie- 
trar first and afterwards ob the church.” “I 
shouldn't wonder. She naturally wanted to 
make awfaliy sure of him,” “Of course, Ib is 
the only way she could keep him. But J am 
glad she has caught some one. Mabe! is a dear 
girl, and ft would be crael to say anything against 
her.” “Iadeed it would. I wouldn’t do it for 
the world!” ‘“ Neither would I.” 


Hostess: “I presume you heard of many 
strange happenings while you were fu the dla- 
mond fields of Sonth Africa?” caveller : 
““Tndeed I did, madam. One of the moet 
valuable stones aver found was picked up by a 
couple of children and used by them oe s jack- 
stone.” ‘Indeed |" “ Stranger still, the Jather 
of the children had no idea that the stone was ® 
diamond, and sold it to a trader for a few 
pennies,” ‘My! My!” “Then the trader 
sold ft for a fortune.” “Afortune!"” “ You; 
but now comes the strange part of the story, 
No other stone of any value was ever found fa 
that nelghbourbood.”” ‘© Well, I declare, That 
strange.” “ Bat I am nob through yet. The 
strangest part ia yeb to come—something so 
remarkable, #0 utterly out of the common, so 
far removed from the bounds of bumas cre- 
dulity, that I would never have belfeved {b, had 
Inot seen the proof.” ‘' Dear me! What is 
fo1” “ The trader came back and divided hail 
the fortave with the father of those children,” 


DasHaway : ** You called on Miss Tatter the 
other day, didn’t you?” Oleverton: ** Yes,” 
Daehaway : “ How did you like her!” Cleverton ; 
Oh! I don’t know, So-so! Rather common- 
placa, I thought.” Dashaway: ‘‘ Weill, you 
made a better fmpression on her.” Cleverton ; 
"How do you know!” Dashaway: “Oh! I 
saw her last night and whe couldn’t say enough 
about you.” Clsverton: “Nonsense!” Dash- 
awsy: “Ob, no! {t's a fact. You must have 
been In a happy mood, for she thought you 
extremely interesting” Cileverton: ‘' Did she 
say that?” Dashaway: “ Yea; and agood deal 
more, Told me that she didn’t know when she 
met a man that was so bright as you.” Clever- 
ton: “That's bard to belfeve.” Dashawny : 
“Bat she did, old man! Thought you were 
handsome, too.” Cleverton: “ Well, well, that’s 
surprising | I was feeling pretty good that 
night, as I remember.” Dashawsy: “ You must 
have been, to make an {mpreesion lke that.’’ 
Cieverton (immensely fisttered): ‘' Well, well ! 
it's hard to believe.” (They part, and two 
hours later Cleverton meets Castleton). Casetie- 
ton: “Hello, old fellow! I hear you were 
around to Mise Tutter’se the other night.” 
Cleverton : ‘‘ Yes; I was.” Castleton: “How 
did you iike her?”  Oleverton (earnestly) : 
“ My dear boy, without any exception, she Is one 
of the prettiest and cleverest girls I ever rcet in 
the whole course of my life i” 
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SOCIETY. 


Parnetss Beatrice will go abroad for three 
weeks, rejoining the Queen towards the end of 
Juue, shortly after the return of the Court to 

dsor from Balmoral, 


Tae Queen mede many purchsees in Ireland, 
chiefly of- lace and poplin. For the latter 
material the Qaeon has always had a great pre- 
ference, and once before made ib the rage in 
Eogland ; {6 is now made in richly brocaded 
designs, 


A currovs fact about the Qteen Is that she 
never wears velvet, has, indeed, always had a 
distinct aversion to that soft and rich io, as 
she could not bear to touch [t, With the 
Princess of Wales, «u contraire, velvet Is quite a 
favourite fabric. . 


Price ALEXanDen or Batrinsenc, eldest 
son of Princess Beatrice, who lias been a paptl 
for several years at & private school in the New 
@orest, near Lyndhurst (where the Duke of 
Albany was before he went to Eon), has just 
been cent to Wellington College. It was . 
ally lotended that Frince Alexender should jola 
the training ehIp Britannia at Dartmouth, with 
& view to hiv entering the Navy ; but this plan 
— been altered, and he will be educated for the 

rmy. 


A rnesi impetus will be given to the pictorial 
peers craze by the ingenious invention of an 
telian, who has hib upon the novel idea of 
producing a card which not only depicts a scene 
in colours, bub likewise serves as a kind of 
barometer. According as the atmosphere varies, 
the colours change on the cards, and the inventor 
has so contrived that the colours shall be used 
go as to give each scene Illustrated the effect 
that would be prodaced under different atmos- 
pherle effects. 


Tee date of the Prince of Wales's vielt to New- 
castle has been altered from Thursday, June 21et, 
to Wednesday, the 20:h, in order to sult His 
Royal Highness’s engsgement ab York in con- 
nection with the Royai” Show, The Prince 
will travel from York to Newcastle and back by 
epscial traln, and the laylog of the foundation- 
stone of the Diamond Jubilee Infirmary is the 
only function In which he will take part daring 
his visit, which will last about two hours, Toe 
Prince of Wales will dine with the officers of 
the Prince of Wales’s Own Norfolk Artillery at 
thelr regimental dloner at the Carlton Hotel on 
May 31at, 

Tat Dake and Dachess of York are outgrow- 
ing thelr house accommodation, When the 
pretty cottage at Sandringham was adapted for 
their use, it seemed to have quite enongh room, 
bat the speedy advent of two sons. rendered 
necessary an. calargement of the premises. Now 
that two more small members of the family 
haves put in an appearance, it is fonnd that 
York House, St. James's, ts nob large enough, 
#o the Queen has granted her grandson the 
use of some further apartments fn the 
Palace, which are to be connected at Her 
Majesty’s expense with those already forming 
the Royal residence, 

Tar German Grown Prince was born in the 
pretty summer Marmor Palace, neat Potsdam, 
io 1882; that fs, im the year following his 
parents’ m . He was given the names 
Frederick Wilfam Victor Augustus Ernest, and 
is not only Her Msjesty’s eldest great-grandson, 
but also one of her numerous godchildren, The 
Crown Prince has received an education’ in- 
tended to prepare him for high destinies, In 
oddition fo the usual studies gone through by 
all young Germans of high rank, which compriae, 
by the way, a thorough knowledge of French 
and Eaglisb, bis Imperial Highness has mastered 
as much as was possible the arts of war and 
peace. He has jast completed his courre at the 
great Military Oocliege of Ploen, and, following in 
this the example of both his father and grand. 
father, the late Emperor Frederick, he will 
probably be entered for a while at Bonn Ual- 
versity, 





STATISTICS. 


Tue muscles of the human jaw exert a force 
of 534 lb, 


Tutre are nearly 2.000 etitches in a pair of 
hand-sewn boots, 


Terns is only one sudden death among 
women to eight among men, 


THs number of persons cremated In Germany 
from 1878 to 1899 was 3,110, 


THE average walking pace of a healthy man 
or woman fs sald to be seventy-five steps a 
minute, 


THE tramways, omnibusees, and underground 
rallways Ia and around London, within a radius 
of five miles, carry each year about 53.000 000 
passengers, 





GEMS. 


Tr fs not the place, nor the condition, bub 
the mind alone that can make any one happy 
or miserable, 


Fame will not ran after the men who are 
afraid of her, She makes mock of those trem- 
bling and respectful ones who deserve, but 
cannot force, her favours. The public is won 
by the bold, imperious talente, the enter- 
prising and skilfal. 


Ir we could learn to concentrate. our miad 
and effort upon one thing ata time, we should 
find ourselves with much greater power to do 
and much less need of rest, It f» this dissips- 
tion of braln power In different directions that 
exhausts and sometimes breaks down the 
physical force entirely, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Savouny Baxep Poratoss —Peel as many 
potatoes as will cover the bottom of a large 
baking-dish. Sprinkle over them half a teas - 
ful of dry powdered sage, half a tablespoontal of 
salt, s quarter of a teaspoonful of pepper, one 
onfon sliced very thin, and one tablespoonfal of 
butter cut into small bite, Pour over all one 
copfal of milk or soup steck, and baka ina 
moderate oven for forty minutes. 

Fish Scactor. —F.rat boll the fish and let fb 
cool; then flake it fo large plecas and put a layer 
of these fs*oa in the bottom of & buttered bakiog- 
dish ; cover with arich cream sauce, and con- 
tinue these layers of fish and sance until the dish 
ia fall. Cover the last layer of saucs with bread- 
crumbs, moistened with melted butter, and bake 
until brown. To make the sauce, melt two 
tablespoonfuls of butter Ins saucepsn, and blend 
in one heaping. tableepronful of flour ; add enough 
milk and cream mixed to makes sauce (when it 
has boiled a minuts or two) of medium thick- 
ness, Season with salt, pepper and a little 
mace, There should be enough sauce to cover 
each layer of fish generously, so that in serving 
each piece fs in a creamy covering. 

French Bean and Lerruce Savap.— 
Giente : Two lettuces, a breakfastcupfal of coo 
French beans, & small cooked beetroot, two hard- 
bofled eggs, a slice of toast, salad oll, seatoning, 
two teaspoontuls of chopped parsley, tarragon and 
malt vinegar. Just before required, lay a slice of 
toast without crust in the salad-bowl after first 
Alp fo inthe ofl, See the lettnces are clean, 
drain them well, and pull them in email pieces, 
Never out a lettuce, Arrange the beans and 
lettuce and eliced bestroot fm layers above the 
toast, Over the top sprinkle the parsley. Rub 
the yolks of eggs through a eleve, and arrange 
the powder In lines over the top. Chop the whites 
and arrange as ® border round. Sprinkle with 
salt and pepper, and pour over two tablespoonfals 
of oil and one of vinegar. 





MISCELLANEOUS. 


Tux egg-plant isa native of Asis, Africa, and 
South America, 


Dramonns were first discovered fn South Africa 
fn 1857. 

Tux officials of Corea wear upon thelr hats 
the figures of various birds and animale. 

A casnuens shaw) weaver In Persia earns by 
the hardest labour about elghteenpence a day, 

Tue nearest approach of a comet to the earth 
observed was in 1770, when one approached to 
within 1,400,000 miles of our planet, 

Mors people over a hundred years old ara 
found fn miid climates than io the higher lati. 
tudes. 

Onry one per cent, of the telegrams ftom over 
seas are concerned with family or matters, 
The reed are commercial, journalfatic, or official. 

Guycrrtr fs a by- act of soap and candle 
factories, and something like 40.000 toms of this 


| commodity are made yearly. 


Srary was‘originally formed from fourteen king. 
doms, and has an area of 196,174 square miles, 
and a population of 17,000,000. 

In a naval battle the woodwork and all articles 
of wood are elther stowed below or thrown over- 
board, leat the men be injured by splinters. 

A ract nob very well known is that a little 
sugar taken with water, nob too ¢old, fn caze 
food is not obtainable, will relieve any g of 
exbauation and sharp hunger, 

A susstrrots for honey has been {ntroduced 
in Germany under the name of sugar-honey, and 
consists of sugar, water, minute amounts of 
mineral substances, and free acid, 

To show el antiquity ns hegdio’ s — 
blowing, ted representations of glase-blowers 
have rod grant upon ancient tombs dating 
from before 2,000 Bc. 

A wax who owns a cocoanut grove in Vene- 
zaela is independent, as the fruit continues to 
ripen all the year round and brings a good price. 
Each tree averages an annaal income of 51. 

A pgrson In robusb health walks with his toes 
pointed to the front, while one with his health 
on the wane gradually turns his toes to the eide, 
and a bend is perceptible In his knees, 

It Is apnonneed that the French Government, 
looking out for a pew source of revenue, has 
determined to plant fruit trees all along the 
public high r of France. 

Ay Italfan doctor has discovered that there {s 
in the common pineapple a substance similar to 
pepsine, and that one pineapple fs euffislent vw 
digest 10 Tb, of beef. 

Tuers have been numerous revolts In Onba 
against Spanish rule. Oae of the most formid- 
able lasted from 1869 to 18/6, when 145,000 
Spantsh soldiers were employed to quell the 
rlaing. 

Ix Norway, Sweden, and Finland, women are 
frequently employed as sailors, and do their 
work excellently; and in Denmark several women 
are employed afloat as state officials, aap im 
the pilot service. They go far out to sea ia 
boats to meet the vessels coming into port, and 
having nimbly climbed on board and shown thelr 
official diploma, they ealmly and coolly steer the 
new-comer Into har . 

A NEW method of making » durable artificial 
stone for paving purposes has been successfoliy 
{introduced in Germany, ond is likely to find em- 
ployment in msny countries, The basis of the 
pavement fs, like that of many other syatem:, 
coal tar, This {s mixed with eulphur and heated, 
and to the plastic meas Is added a preparation of 
lime. When cold the compound is broken into 
fragments and mixed with glass or blast-furnace 
glase slag, Subjected to heavy pressure, the 
powder is moulded to any form required ; and It 
fs found that {ts resistance to wear and tear is 
fully half as great as that of Swedish granite. 
The other edvavtages claimed for the paving fs 
that {ts roughened surface gives & foothold, 


that it resiats changes of temperature, fs not 
noisy, and isensily kept clean, 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


E, L.—The Tate Gallery is free. 
Antrvun.—The Bank of England {s not a Government 
institution. 


Paten.—There is uo " giving away” in Scotch mar- 
riage service. 

F. R.—It entirely depends on the conditions of his 
engagement. 

L. J.-—The new halfpenny green stamp was on sale 
on April 17th. 

Hat.—We cannot teil ; application should be made to 
the General Post Office. 

lL. B.—Mr. Balfour is leader of House of Commons; 
Mr, Guily is the Speaker. 

Lavns,—Saniteas removes ink, fruit, and wine stains 
from white cotton goods. 

Parvs.—Berape the grate with a joiner’s chisel or 
plane fron, Satcing with aniary pues 

Worrien.— We most decidedly advise you to consult 
aphysician. We cannot give medical advice. 

Sorvrzrer.—A teaspoonful of lemon juice in a cup of 
black coffee will sometimes relieve a bilious headache. 

Bert.—Lord Roberts is in anpreme commatid in 
South Africa, and all other offisers are subordinate to 
E. §.--All ture put into a house at term becomes 
the landlord’s for rent, no matter who it may 


Brewpa.—A polite inclination of the head is sufficient 
thanks when & stranger opens the door for you {na 


Gaacra.—We think you were a little hasty in greeting 
bim ane. So far ae we can #00, you gave ‘him no 
8. 8.—The familiarity should be avolded, if onl 
because it is a familiarity Which is 208 sanctioned by 
strict family otiqnette. 


ben Fo ee a year oh vbw dh 
proper speak first, show t- 
ance is pleasant to you. we 
K. 5.—Holder# of Victoria Cross receive £10 per 
annum ; in case of holder b ing destitut 4 
may be increased to £50 per annum. 


sent to persons Mving beyond the 
three- 





mabe teamed oy dipring Twain’ ‘arte 
8 
buttermilk, ietting it A then wash out 1 wend mg 


Boys desirous to enter the Navy as cadets 
have to pass an examination, and are sent on 
“board the Britannia for instruction in nautical matters. 


Manre.—There is really no cure that docs not en- . 


danger greater disfigurement. A constant use of the 
trotent, which thousands resort to with success, lessens 


Ree re torn pee & fo vieing 0 clean cloth 
out of cold salt-and-water, wrap the fish separately in 
ind keep in the coolest room in the 
Latrix.—To make silk which bas been wrinkled 
r like new, sponge on the surface with a weak 
ution of gam arabic or white gine, and fron on the 
wrong side, 





ED.—To avoid the acoum of 
fluous flesh, refrain as far as from food contain- 
ing sugar and starch, and open-air exercise, 

ReapEr.—In the case of a British soldier taken 
pe tn ATE Band vomened~ tad 
after his release, 

Maz.—When an engagement of marriage 
broken itis Set tte, past te doen to 
the other all letters ee ee them, 

and rings they have exchanged. 
Harrr.-If even after careful skimming there still 
remain particles of grease floating on the top of soup, 
lay s piece of clean paper over for a moment, so 
task it just touches the soup, and the grease will cling 
Miicanr.—As the an in question has been 
cagagument Sime eieounpeeion 2 z t that 
reques' 
yon tame an early day, would unquestionstly be in 
Covstant Reaper.Add tw poonfals of sul- 
rrle acid to a at of waint wud seep the Peed 
object in this mixture for a ot ; then 
sink ah al sean week. You oul 
an. te 
a fresh, elastic and bright sponge, 4% re 
0. B.—Oarefully go over it with stale white bread- 
crumbs, & small at a time; Shi 
cra get aed tnrow Nat batch away sud got bere, 
and so proceed till the whole is cleaned hen once 
wh ane ores caretally, it is advisable to go over the 
again with fresh act of crumbs. Before begin- 
aing operations carefully dust, brush, and shake well, 


‘| right man, Of course the 





D. R.—It is sometimes removed frem strong colours | 


by wipipg over with « in benzine, 
weakened with water, removi excess with 
blotting paper, finally washing out Warm soapy 


water. 


4. R.—For the insects on your rose bushes, try pure 
kerosené, through 4.2 atomizer. A small quantity will 
be enough. 2 We would advise you to take your 
= ee you an expert 


i 
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You both are far from fect 
And —— will, een + 


Both may bhi eB so don't forget, 
In anger's blind delirinm, 

That sweet concessions each must make 
And tender renew ; 

Or else @ loving heart may break, 
And sorrow come to dwell with 


Eoyts.— Lemon juice and salt will remove rust stains 
from Linen without injury to the fabric. Wet the 
stains with the mixture and put the article in the sun. 
Two or three applications may be necessary if the stain 
ts of long stan , but the remedy never fails. 


W. H.—When aman has been two years resident in 
the States he can intimate his Intention to become a 
naturalized citizen, and that is recorded: if he goes 
back at seven years’ ond and shows that he has held to 
his intention throug! he is then granted naturaliza- 
tion papers and become a full-fledged citizen, 


Axx1ovs.—The right time fs when she has found the 
custom of hurrying girls into 

matiimony when they have reached the zge of sixteon 

or seventeen is ont of the question. Still, there are 

many girls at twenty more fit to be married than some 

attwenty-five. A good husband will help even a very 

young girl to make a success of marriage. 
IsteRtsrep.— Insanity is sometimes, but by no means 

" always an inherited a 

veseeny nearer tee bo jn aged amp are the = 

very nervous, those who are engaged entary 

the vicious, 


or indoor h the intemperate and 
high livers. forms of insanity are curable if 
promptly and \y treated. 


Ayux.—Take perhaps a dozen prunes, and if they are 
the o! sort, wash and put them in a small jelly can 

of sugar and half o teacw of 
water; if you have it handy, add a «queeze of lemon 
jatoe (it cam do without thie), Now cover the jelly can 
with a paper and pot it in a small pot with boilin 
water reaching ‘way up the can. Fit on the li 
and let the % goon for perhaps three hours, It 
will not come to any harm all that time. 


Patry.—if it 1a dirty, wipe it over with a cloth 

wrong out of cold water, the cloth often, and 

till all dirt is removed. Have ready some hot 

fu which beeswax (half an ounce to a pint) 

has been dissolved; rube very little of this well in 
while still bot, and polish with soft dusters, Washin 
soap and hot water makes it crack ; an 

is cleaned with the beeswax and turpentine once a 

and op other days well rnbbed with a duster 

sweeping, it will last for yeara. 


ie 
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Those who ate most | 





Jewsre Wrex.—A clergyman cannot refase to marry 
any person under the age of twenty-one, and the 
ita” consent is not essential, although much to be 

on such an important occasion, 

H. 7.—Unless the injured man was in some way 
working for the railway company there is no ground 
dizclosed for a claim of compensation except agal:.st the 
man who injured him; on investigation it may turn 
out that there was such fault on the part of bis 
om or their servants a2 would make them Mabie, 
but there must be fault. 

Curiovs.—The migration of birds is the result of 
intelligence and habit, in which the older birds direct 
the younger ones from generation to generation. Birds 
of e, Which paes to very distant climes and 
regions, return to the same localities, and oftea ocenpy 

same nests, though absent for many months at thou- 
sands of miles distance. 


Frowza Lovaes.—The primross is one of the earliesi 
flowers of spring, and in the language of flowers denotee 
childhood, It was anciently called Paralisos, the name 
of.s beautiful.youth, who dled of grief for the lose o' 
his beloved, Melicerta, and was metamorphosed by hi 
parents into a flower, which has since divided the favour 
of the poets with the violet and rose, 


Otaing.—If you feel that the young man does not 
treat you with due courtesy and reapect, you should hold 
yourself aloof, and maintain a cold and distant attitude 
when you are bound to be in his society. When be 
realises that you aro not anxious for his conipantonahip, 
it will probably make him value yours all the more, or 
it will, at least, put an end to his easy assurance that 
his presence must always be welcome to you. 


Very Asxiovs.—Whether a lottery is guaranteed by 
a ent or not it is one of the worst forms of 
investment wo are acquainted with as au investment. 
It is demonatr mathematically that tf a person were 
to put the same sum annually for twenty years in the 
same lottery (however guaranteed) the overwhelming 
odds would be that he would lose. Better take a cir: 
tain 8 per cent. for your money. 


H. B. H.—As far as can be judged frora your letter, 
unleas the widow is executrix, or has administered to 
the husband's estate, the creditor of her husband has 
no clan at her. If the husband left no will the 
son is en’ to the frecheld ; the widow to one-third 
ot the personal property, and the rest is to be divided 
alter payment of debt between the next of kin, who, in 
this case, would be the son and daughters. 


Grratome,-—-When a glove is too emall and splits, |% 
is woras than usclese to sew up the rent; it must be 
Turn the)part inside out, having trimmed 
the hole round so that the edges are even, and out the 
pateh of kid to the rightsizo, Then with a fine needle 
and cotton sew in ths pateb, taking care only to tako 
up the inside of the kid and to keep the seam fiat. 
If this be done neatly the glove will be nearly as good 
as Dew, 


Evis.—Laoce is now so datntily fine, and so perfect in 
ite imitation, that tt is not likely to go out of fashion, 
cles are the uewest mode, and collars, verte, 
and r trimmings are disposed over colour or lined 
with flesh-pink silk toe suggest the absence of lining. 
Very elaborate ev bodices have collars of velvet 
overlaid with lace, while the neck portions are Uned 
with the palest flesh tint, and havo exactly the ¢ffect of 
being perfectly transparent. 

Lavaa J.—To overcome bashfulness, mingle freely 
in society, and endeavour to lose self-consciquencas. If 
you are of a nervous temperament and easily confused, 
you should abstain from the use of everything that 
excites. Such articles, for instance, as tos, a flee, win os, 
sploes, and tobacco, excite the nerves, and render tho 
action of the heart trregular, and a disturbed physica) 
condition cannot but affect the mental powers. Get 
rid of your nervousness, and your bashfulnees wlll be 
more than half conquered, 


©. W. J.—William Irvine (not Irving), the Americap 
Revolutionary soldier to whom reference {¢ made, wae 
& Dative of Ireland. He took part with the colonies at 
the beginaing of the Revolution. During the war he 
was promoted tothe rank of brigadier-general, «nd in 
1787 he became a member of Congrese. Ho was also 
a member of the same body from 1793-1795, He took 
part in quelling the “ Whisky Insurrection" in Penn- 
sylvania, and was prominent in many important 
movements in the State. He died m Philaceiphia, 
July 20th, 1904, 








Tux Loxponx Rxuspen can be sent to any part of the 
wor: Three-halfpence Weekly ; or Quarterly 
One and Eightpence. The —— subscription 
for the Monthly Part, including ristmas Part, ls 
Right Shillings and Bightpence, pust-fres, 


Aux Back Nuwexres, Pants and Vouvwer are ia 
print, and may be bad of any Bookaollers. 


” WOTICE.—Part 470 is Now Ready, price Sixpence, 
post free, Hightpence. Also Vol, LEAL, bound to 
cloth, 4a. 6d, 

Tus INDEX to Vou. LXXIM. ts now Ready} Prica 
One Penny, post-free, Three-halfpence. 


Aw. Lxrrens 70 5x ApDarSSED TO TRE Epyr0n 
or Lonpox Respznx, 26, Oathorine Street, Btrand, 


a*» We cannot undertake to returo rejected manu. 
acripts. 


SSS 


= 


eae oe 


6S PP oe aE w=: 






Rte 


ee ee 


—s 


ns 


otiey fog 


a Preenetre Peele: 


ptesttres 


teat tats 


ace 


Xt cannes 


pet ae alte 


ay ee 


Sn 


es Se otto 


- 











































"pe Pent Fei gE gti ty 


“ a : _ 7 
RnR PRB le NES Tete 2 Rep 


eux o 
SAPS eras 


Pet Soe; 


Sat 






























































She a RRP ae i A RE co EN SBME REST eR AE RS osetia Se OE 





























































































































































June 9 1500, 


oii 








THE POWDER AND THE. SPARK. 


Boru doctors said the lady would never walk | 


out again, and her condition seemed to justify 
their opinion. She had lost the power to move. 
After every big battle thousands of men, more or 
less crippled, are thrown on the world. But big 
battles, thank goodness! are rare; and will. be 


more rare as men become more. sensible and | 


civilized. 

But there are enemies not to be overthrown 
by force, and who never sign treaties of peace. 
One of them is the combination of causes which 
produces the disease called rheumatism. - Its 
victims are everywhere, but especially in coun- 
tries having variable climates and much wet, fog, 
and dampness. Take notice, however, that it is 
not the cold or the wet which directly creates 
rheumatism. A certain poison in. the blood is 
the primary cause, and the dampness and cold are 
the znciting causes. 

In plainer words: the acid in the blood is like 
a handful of powder in your pocket, and the 
dampness is like the spark that explodes it. But 
what manufactures the acid? Let us hear Mrs. 
Morison’s story, and then try to find out. 

“It was in the early part of 1886,” she says, 
“that my health began to. give way. At first I 
merely felt unnaturally weak and tired, without 
being able to explain it. Then my appetite fell 
off, and I ate much less than my habit had been ; 
and after the little I did eat I had a pain around 
the chest and a sensation in the stomach as if 


some living thing were moving there and gnaw- | 


ing me; a most horrible feeling it was. 

“A new thing also (to me) was the nasty 
bitter taste in the mouth that stayed by me all 
the time, but was worse in the morning. A sour 


fluid would rise into my throat and mouth which | since then I have had no return of the ailment, 


burned and bit at times as strong vinegar does 
on the tongue. I spat up a deal of thick phlegm, 
too, and it was often much labour to cough it 
loose and get rid of it. 


“Thad four months of «this, all the while 


hoping it would pass away of itself, or that I 
could find some medicine to cure it. In this I 
was sadly disappointed, for the complaint fastened 
upon me closer and harder until by-and-by I 
began to have attacks of rheqmatism, a malady 
I never had in my life before. ” 


London: Published by the Proprietor at %6. 
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‘This went on from bad to worse until my 
poor body appeared to be full of it. It broke 
out worst in the joints, as I had so often seen 
it in others. It took hold of -my hands and 
feet, which got inflamed and hot, so they could 
hardly bear touching. The pain was terrible, 
and before long I could not stand on my feet, 
and had to be put to bed by hands stronger than 
mine. , 

“Later on I grew to be so bad I had to take 
to my bed altogether. . I then belonged to the 
great- multitude who are in the world but not of 
it; who live but can neither work nor take plea- 
sure in living. I was perfectly helpless; I had 
no power to turn from one side to the other un. 
aided. . 

“T lost strength until I frequently fainted dead 
away from sheer weakness. And as for pain, 
I was never free from it; I did riot know what 
it was to have a minute's real ease. My daughter 
and a kind neighbour nursed me, and for over a 
year their task continued; and those who saw 
me agreed that I was doomed to be a burden on 
my friends as long as I lived. : 

‘During this time the attending doctor gave 
me medicines and ordered blisters and embro- 
cations, but none of them had more than a 
passing effect. Then a second doctor was 
brought to see me, and doth said J would never 
walk again. wh 

“One day my neighbour, Mrs. Murphy, said 
she believed Mother Seigel’s Syrup, would help 
me, as she knew many like cases which it had 
cured, I began taking it, and was soon much 
better. I felt easier, and food-agreed with me. 
After this, using the Syrup regularly, I improved, 
and gained strength rapidly. . The rheumatic 
pains gradually left me, and z# a month's time [ 
was able to walk, and go about my housework. 


and have credited my wonderful cure to Mother 
Seigel’s Syrup, for surely nothing else did it. 
You ‘may publish the case as you please.”— 
Mrs. Susannah Morison, 9, Gransden Avenue, 
London Lane, Hackney, London, June 29, 1899. 

The source of the poisons in her blood which 
gave Mrs. Morison rheumatism was the indi- 
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gestion which went before it. What we have 
said hundreds of times, we say again—she funda- 
mental cause of rheumatism ts dyspepsia. Cure 
the latter and you.cure the former. Don't forget 


_ | this vital fact; 
ri 
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FP. CHARLES REIN & SON, 


Sole Inventors and Makers of the World-Renowned 


AURAL INSTRUMENTS§ 


Ni ine Prize Medals. 
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GREAT DIGESTIVE ‘STRENGTH? 


Promotes Appetite, Cures Dvspepsia, 
Hvateria, Nervous Complaints, &c. 
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Monkey Brand 
a MAKES TIN LIKE SILVER. 
COPPER LIKE GOLD. 
WINDOWS LIKE CRYSTAL. 
BRASSWARE LIKE MIRRORS. 


CROCKERY LIKE MARBLE. 
PAINT LIKE NEW. 


THE WORLD’S MOST RAPID CLEANSER 
* Mr. Kruske’s Unthicatuen is an AND POLISHER. 


Unpolished Document.”’— WILL DO A DAYS WORK IN AN HOUR. 
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